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T O A 

L A D Y. 


Occafioned  hy  the  Arrival  o/Her  Royal 
Highness. 

ADAM,  to  all  your  cenfures  I fubmit, 
And  frankly  own  I fbould  long  fince  have 
writ : 

You  told  me,  fiknce  would  be  thought  ^ 
crime. 

And  kindly  drove  to  teaze  me  into  rhyme: 
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No  more  let  trifling  themes  your  Mufe  employ, 
Nor  lavifli  verfe  to  paint  a female  toy: 

No  more  on  plains  with  rural  damfcls  fport. 

But  flng  the  glories  of  the  Britijh  court. 

By  your  commands  and  inclination  fway’d» 

I call’d  th*  unwilling  Mufcs  to  my  aid; 

Refolv’d  to  write,  the  noble  theme  I chofe, 

And  to  the  Princefs  thus  the  Poem  rofe. 

Md  me,  bright  Vhcthus't  aidt  ye  /acred  Nm, 
Bxalt  my  Genius t and  my  verfe  refine. 

My  firains  roith  Carolina’^  name  I grace. 

The  lovely  parent  of  our  royal  race. 

Breathe  /oft,  ye  winds,  ye  waves  in  filence  fieep', 
Zet  pro/p'rous  breezes  wanton  der  the  deep. 

Swell  the  white  fails,  and  with  the  Jlreamers  play. 
To  waft  her  gently  o*er  the  watry  way. 

Here  I to  Neptune  form’d  a pompous  pray’r, 
To  rein  the  winds,  and  guard  the  royal  Fair; 

Bid  the  blue  Tritons  found  their  twiftcd  Ihells, 

-And  call  the  Nereids  from  their  pearly  cells. 
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Thus  my  warm  zeal  had  drawn  the  Mufe  along, 
Yet  knew  no  method  to  conduct  her  fong: 

I then  refoIv*d  fome  model  to  purfue. 

Perus’d  French  Cricicks,  and  began  anew^ 

Long  open  panegyrick  drags  at  beft> 

And  praife  is  only  praife  when  well  addrefj’d. 

Strait  Horace  for  fome  lucky  Ode  I fought; 

And  ail  along  I trac’d  him  thought  by  thought! 
This  new  performance  to  a friend  I Ihow’d } 

For  lhame,  fays  he,  what,  imitate  an  Ode  1 
I’d  rather  ballads  write,  and  Grubjlreet  lays, 

Than  pillage  Cafar  for  my  patron’s  praife; 

One  common  fate  all  imitators  fliarc; 

To  fave  mince-pies,  and  cap  the  grocer’s  ware; 
Vex’d  at  the  charge,  I to  the  flames  commit 
Rhymes,  flmilies,  Lords  names,  and  ends  of  witi 
In  blotted  ftanzas  feraps  of  Odes  expire. 

And  fuftian  mounts  in  Pyramids  of  fire. 

Ladies,  to  you  I next  inferib’d  my  lay,! 

And  writ  a letter  in  familiar  way  ; 

For  ftill  impatient  till  the  Princefs  came. 

You  from  defeription  wifli’d  to  know  the  damei- 

B s 
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Each  day  my  pleafing  labour  larger  grew, 

For  ftill  new  graces  open’d  to  my  view. 

Twelve  lines  ran  on  to  introduce  the  theme. 

And  then  I thus  purfu’d  the  growing  icheme. 

'Bemty  and  wit  were  fure  by  nature  jam% 

And  charms  are  emanations  of  the  mind'. 

The  foul  tran [piercing  through  the  Jhinlng  frame, 
Forms  all  the  graces  of  the  Vrincely  Dame : 
Benevolence  her  eonverfation  guides, 

Smiles  on  her  cheek,  and  in  her  eye  repdet. 

Such  harmony  upon  her  tongue  is  found, 

As  foftens  Englilh  to  Italian  found: 

Tet  in  thofe  founds  fuch  fentiments  appear. 

As  charm  the  Judgment,  while  they  footh  the  ear* 

B,eHgio»*s  chearful  flame  her  hofom  warms. 
Calms  all  her  hours,  and  brightens  all  her  charms. 
Henceforth,  ye  Bair,  at  chappel  mind  your  prafrs, 
Nor  catch  your  lover* s eyes  with  artful  airs', 
Refrain  your  looks,  kteel  more,  and  whijper  lefs. 
Nor  moft  devoutly  criticize  an  drefs. 

From  her  form  all  your  chara^ers  of  life. 

The  tender  mother,  and  the  faithful  wife. 
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oft  hxvt  I fern  her  little  inf  Ant  train, 

The  lovely  from  fe  of  a future  reign } 

Ohferv^d  with  fkafure  evry  dawning  grace. 

And  all  the  mother  opening  in  their  face, 

The  fon  fhall  add  new  honours  to  the  line. 

And  early  with  paternal  virtues  jhine'. 

When  he  the  tale  of  Audenard  repeats. 

His  little  heart  with  emulation  beats } 

With  concjuefis  yet  to  come  his  bofom  glows] 

He  dreams  of  triumphs  and  of  vanquijh'd  foes] 

Each  year  with  arts  fhall  fore  his  ripening  brain. 

And  from  his  Grandfirejhe  fhall  learn  to  reign. 

Thus  for  I’d  gone;  Propitious  rifing  gales 
Now  bid  the  failor  hoift  the  fwclling  fails. 

Fair  Carolina  lands ; the  cannons  roar, 

White  Albion* s cliffs  refound  from  Ihore  to  fliore. 
Behold  the  bright  original  appear, 

All  praife  is  faint  when  Carolina's  near. 

Thus  to  the  nation’s  joy,  but  Poet’s  coft. 

The  Princefs  came,  and  my  new  plan  was  lolt. 

Since  all  my  fchemes  were  baulk’d,  my  lafl  refort, 
I left  the  Mufes  to  frequent  the  Court} 
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Penfitre  each  night,  from  room  to  room  I walk’d. 

To  one  I bow’d,  and  with  another  talk’d  j 
Enquir’d  what  news,  or  fuch  a Lady’s  name. 

And  did  the  next  day,  and  the  next,  the  fame. 

Places,  I found,  were  daily  given  away. 

And  yet  no  friendly  Gazette  mention’d  Gay, 

1 ask’d  a friend  what  method  to  purfue^ 

He  cry’d,  I want  a place  as  well  as  you. 

Another  ask’d  me,  why  I had  not  writj 
A Poet  owes  his  fortune  to  his  wit. 

Strait  I reply ’d,  With  what  a courtly  grace. 

Flows  eafy  verfe  from  him  that  has  a place! 

Had  Virgsl  ne’er  at  court  improv’d  his  drains. 

He  dill  had-fung  of  flocks  and  homely  fwainsj 
And  had  not  Horace  fweet  preferment  found. 

The  Roman  lyre  had  never  learnt  to  found. 

Once  Ladies  fair  in  homely  guife  I fung, 

And  with  their  names  wild  woods  and  mountains  rung^ 
Oh,  teach  me  now  to  drike  a fofter  drain  I 
The  Court  refines  the  language  of  the  plain. 

You  muft,  cries  one,  the  Minidry  rehearfe. 

And  with  each  Patriot’s  name  prolong  your  verfe. 

Put 
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But  fure  this  truth  to  Poets  fhould  be  known. 

That  praihng  all  alike,  is  prailing  none. 

Another  told  me,  if  I wilh’d  fuccefs, 

To  fome  diftinguifh’d  Lord  I muft  addrefs; 

One  whofe  high  virtues  fpeak  his  noble  blood. 

One  always  zealous  for  his  country’s  good  j 
Where  valour  and  ftrong  eloquence  unite. 

In  council  cautious,  refolute  in  fight; 

Whofe  gen’rous  temper  prompts  him  to  defend. 

And  patronize  the  man  that  wants  a friend. 

You  have,  ’tis  true,  the  noble  Patron  (hown. 

But  I,  alas!  am  to  Argyle  unknown. 

Still  ev’ry  one  I met  in  this  agreed. 

That  writing  was  my  method  to  fucccedj 
But  now  preferments  fo  ppfTefs’d  ray  brain. 

That  fcarce  I could  produce  a fing]e  flrain  i 
Indeed  I fometimes  hammer’d  out  a line, 

Without  connexion  as  without  defign. 

One  morn  upon  the  Princefs  this  I writ. 

An  Epigram  that  boafis  more  truth  than  wit/. 
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The  pmp  of  titles  eafy  faith  might  fliake, 

She  f corn'd  an  empire  for  religion* s fake: 

For  this,  on  earth,  the  Britifh  cro-^n  is  givn. 

And  an  immortal  crown  decreed  in  heaven. 

r Again,  while  G EO RGB's  virtues  rais'd  my  though 
The  following  lines  prophetick  fancy  wrought. 

Methinks  I fee  fame  Bard,  rohofe  heav  nly  rage 
Shall  rife  in  fong^  and  warm  a future  age\ 

Look  back  through  time,  and,  rapt  in  wonder,  trace 
The  glorious  feries  of  the  Brunfwic^r^ce. 

From  the  firfi  George  thefe  godlike  kings  defcend, 

A line  which  only  with  the  world  Jhall  end. 

The  next  a genr'ous  Prince  renown* d in  arms. 

And  blefs'd,  long  blefs'd  in  Carolina’^  charms'. 

From  thefe  the  rejl.  ’Tis  thus  fecure  in  peace. 

We  plow  the  fields,  and  reap  the  year's  increafe : 

Jdow  Commerce,  wealthy  Goddefs,  rears  her  head. 

And  bids  Britannia’^  fleets  their  canvas  fpread'. 

Unnumber  d fhips  the  peopled  ocean  hide. 

And  wealth  returns  with  each  revolving  tide. 

Here 


/ ^ flLjO  i 


fZA.J  ^rvU~ ^yt^^-i^; 

'4n-J  iTrti^,  ■? 

Ar>^j  / zy^-r^^ 

frAj^^o^^ 


And  through 

Though  unfuccefsful,  happy  whilft  I 
Thofe  eyes  that  glad  a aation,  Hiine  oa  me. 


To  the  Right  Honourable  the- 


Ezxtoi  BURLINGTON. 


A Journey  /a  Exeter.. 

H I L E you#  stay  Lord,  bid  ftately  piles 
afcend, 

Or  ill  your  Chifwick  bow.’rs  enjoy  your 
friend ; 

Where  Tope  unloads  the  boughs  within  his  reach# 

The  purple  vine,  blue  plumb,  and  .blulhing  peach  j. 

I jour' 
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I journey  far — You  knew  fat  Bards  might  tire» 

And,  mounted,  fent  me  forth  your  trufty  Squire* 

’Twas  on  the  day  that  city  dames  repair 
To  take  their  weekly  dofe  of  HUe-Fark  air  5, 

When  forth  we  trot : no  carts  the  road  infefl:. 

For  Bill  on  Sundays  country  horfes  reft* 

Thy  gardens,  Kenfmgfon^  we  leave  unfeen*. 

Through  Hammerfmitk  jog  on  to  Turnham-grem 
That  Turnham-greeni  which  dainty  pigeons  fedv 
But  feeds  no  more : for  Solomon  is  dead. 

Three  dufty  miles  reach  Branford's  tedious  town,. 

For  dirty  ftreets,  and  white- leg’d  chickens  known: 

Thence  o’er  wide  (hrubby  heaths,  and  iurrow’d  lanes, . 

We  come,  where  Thames  divides  the  meads  of  Stanes,^ 

We  fcrry’d-  o’er ; for  late  the  winter’s  flood 
Shook  her  frail  bridge,  and, tore  her  piles  of  wood. 
Prepar’d  for  war,  now  Bagfhot-Ueath  we  crofs. 

Where  broken  gameflers  oft’  repair  their  lofr. 

At  Uartley-Rovo  the  foaming  bit  we  preft. 

While  the  fat  landlord  welcom’d  ev’ry  guefl.. 

U mm  lately  famous  fir  feeding  fidgeons  at  Turnham-grcea, 

Suppef 
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Supper  was  ended,  healths  the  gkffes  crown’d. 

Our  hofl  extoH’d  bis  wine  at  ev’ry  round, 

Relates  the  Jufticcs  late  meeting  there. 

How  many  bottles  drank,  and  what  their  cheer; 

What  Lords  had  been  his  guefls  in  days  of  yore. 

And  prais’d  their  wifdom  much,  their  drinking  more. 

Let  travel! ! c the  morning  vigils  keep : 

The  morning  rofe;  but  we  lay  fad  afleep. 

Twelve  tedious  miles  we  bore  the  fultry  furr. 

And  Popham-Lme  was  fearce  in  fight  by  one : 

The  ftragling  village  harbour’d  thieves  of  old, 

’Twas  here  the  ftage- coach’d  kfs  rcfign’d  her  g<3!d ; 
That  gold  which  had  in  Lcnhn  purchas’d  gowns. 

And  Tent  her  home  % "Bells  to  country  towns. 

But  robbers  haunt  no  more  the  neighbouring  wood: 
Here  unown’d  infants  find  their  daily  foc'd; 

For  ftioald  the  maiden  mother  nurfe  her  fon, 

’ Fwould  fpoil  her  match  when  her  good  name  is  gone. 
Our  jolly  hofiefs  nineteen  children  bore, 

Nor  fail’d  her  bread  to  fiickle  nineteen  more. 

Be  jud,  ye  Prudes,  wipe  oft  the  long  arrear : 

Be  virgins  ftill  in  town,  but  mothers  here. 


Suttoa 


E P I S r L E S.  If 

Sutton  we  pafs,  and  leave  her  ipacbus  down, 

And  with  the  fctting  fun  reach  StoekdriJge itovm. 

O’er  our  parch’d  tongue  the  rich  methcghn  glides, 

And  the  red  dainty  trout  our  knife  divides. 

Sad  melanchoJy  ev’ry  vifage  wears  j 
What,  no  Elefidon  come  in  feven  long  years  I 
Of  ali  our  race  of  Mayors,  fhall  Snono  alone 
Be  by  Sir  Richard's  dedication  known  ? 

Our  ftreets  no  more  with  tides  of  ale  fhall  float. 

Nor  coblers  feaft  three  years  upon  one  vote. 

Next  mom,  twelve  miles  led  o’er  th’  unbounded  plam^ 
Where  the  cloak’d  (hepherd  guides  his  fleecy  train. 

No  leafy  bow’rs  a noonday  flidter  lend, 

Nor  from  the  chilly  dews  at  night  defend : 

With  wondrous  art,  he  counts  the  flragling  flock. 

And  by  the  fun  informs  you  what’s  a clock. 

How  are  our  fliepherds  fall’n  from  ancient  days! 

No  Amaryllis  chaunts  alternate  lays  5 
From  her  no  lift’ning  ecchos  learn  to  fing» 

Nor  with  his  reed  the  jocund  valleys  ring. 

Here  fheep  the  paflure  hide,  there  harvefls  bend, 

Sec  Sarum's  fleeple  o’er  yon  hill  afcend } 
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Our  horfes  faintly  trot  beneath  the  heat, 

And  our  keen,  ftomachs  kfiow  the  hour  to  eat. . 

Who  can  forfake  thy- walls,  and  not  adnairc 
The  proud  Cathedral,  and  the  lofty  fpirc  ? 

What  fempftrefs  has  not  prov’d  thy  fcilTars  good?' 

From  hence  firft  came  th’  intriguing  ridinghood. 

Amid  * three  boarding-fchools  well  flock’d  with  mifles> 
Shall  three  knights  errant  flarve.for  want  of  kifles  ? 

O’er  the  green  turf  the  miles  flide  fwift  away^. 

And  Blandfcrd  ends  the  labours  of  the  day. 

The  morning  rofei  the  flapper  reck’ning  paidp 
And  our  due  fees  difeharg’d  to  man  and  maid  j 
The  ready  oftly  near  the  flirrup  ftands. 

And  as  vve  mount,  our  half-pence.load  his  hands.- 

Now  the  fteep  hill  fair  Dorchejier  o'erlooksi 
Border’d  by  meads,  and  wafh’d  by  filver  brooks. 

Here  fleep  my  two  companions  eyes  fuppreft. 

And  propt  in  elbow  chairs  they  fnoring  refl: 

II  weary  lit,  and  with  my  pencil  trace 
Their  painful  poftures,  and  their  eyelefs  face  5 , 


^^Then  AU  three  bearding- fch9oU  in  this  tevjnq. 
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Then  dedicate  each  glafs  to  fome  fair  name. 

And  on  the  fafh  the  diamond  fcrawls  my  flame. 
Now  o*er  true  Roman  way  our  horfes  found, 
CYAvm  would  kneel,  and  kifs  the  facred  ground. 
On  either  fide  low  fertile  valleys  lye, 

The  diflant  profpedls  tire  the  traveling  eye. 
Through  BrUport*s  ftony  lanes  our  rout  we  take. 
And  the  proud  fteep  defcend  to  Monomh'%  lake. 
As  herfes  pafs’d,  our  landlord  robb’d  the  pall, 

And  with  the  mournful  fcutcbeon  hung  his  haH 
On  unadultcrate  wine  we  here  regale. 

And  flrip  the  lobftcr  of  his  fcarlct  mail. 

We  climb’d  the  hills,  when  ftarry  night  aro{e» 
And  Axm'mjier  affords  a kind  repofe. 

The  maid  fubdu’d  by  fees,  her  trunk  unlocks* 
And  gives  the  cleanly  aid  of  dowlas  fmocks. 
Mean  time  our  fhirts  her  bufy  fingers  rub, 
while  the  foap  lathers  o’er  the  foaming  tub. 

If  women’s  geer  fuch  pleafing  dreams  incite, 
Lend  us  your  fmocks,  ye  damfels,  ev’ry  night ! 
We  rife,  our  beards  demand  the  barber’s  arti 
A female  enters,  and  performs  the  part, , 
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The  weighty  golden  chain  adorns  her  neck, 

And  three  gold  rings  her  skilful  hand  bedeck; 

Smooth  o’er  our  chin  her  eafy  fingers  move, 

Soft  as  when  Venus  ftroak’d  the  beard  of  Jove, 

Now  from  the  ftecp,  midft  fcatter’d  farms  and  groves, 
Our  eye  through  Honitoris  fair  valley  roves. 

Behind  us  foon  the  bufy  town  we  leave. 

Where  fineft  lace  induftrious  lafles  weave. 

Now  fwelling  clouds  roll’d  on;  the  rainy  load 
Stream’d  down  our  hats,  and  fmoak’d  along  the  road  ^ 
When  (O  bleft  fight !)  a friendly  fign  we  fpy'd, 

Our  fpurs  are  flacken’d  from  the  hor fes  fidc} 

For  fure  a civil  hoft  the  houfe  commands, 

Upon  whole  fign  this  courteous  motto  Hands. 

T/^/s  is  the  ancient  handy  and  eke  the  pen  j 
Here  is  for  horfes  hay,  and  meat  for  men. 

How  rhyme  would  flourifli,  did  each  fon  of  fame 
Know  his  own  genius,  and  direct  his  flame ! 

Then  he,  that  could  not  Spic  flights  rchearfe. 

Might  fweetly  mourn  in  Elegiac  verle. 

But  were  his  Mufe  for  Elegy  unfit, 

Perhaps  a Diflich  might  not  ftrain  his  witj 
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If  Epigram  offend,  his  harmlefs  lines 
Might  in  gold  letters  fwing  on  ale-houfe  figos; 

Then  Hobb'mel  might  propagate  his  bays. 

And  record  bis  fimple»Iaysj 

where  rhymes  like  thefe  might  lure  the  nurfes  eyes, 

While  gaping  infants  fquawl  for  farthing  pies. 

Treat  here,  ye  Jhepherds  blithe,  your  damfels  fweet. 

Tor  pies  and  cheesecakes  are  for  damfels  meet. 

Then  Maurus  in  his  proper  fphere  might  fbine, 

And  thefe  proud  numbers  grace  great  William' % fign. 

^ This  is  the  this  the  Naflbvian,  nohem 
^ nam'd  the  brave  deliverer  to  come. 

But  now  the  driving  gales  fufpend  the  rain, 

We  mount  our  fteeds,  and  Devon's  city  gain.  % 

Hail,  happy  native  land ! * but  I forbear, 

What  other  Counties  muft  with  envy  hear. 

* Vrinci  Arthur,  Book  f . 
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To  the  Right  Honoufa'ble 

WILLIAM  TniLTEKET,  Efqj 

U’ir*N£2’,  methinks  you  blame  my  breach 
of  wordj 

What,  cannot  Vms  one  poor  page  afford  I 
Yes,  I can  fagely,  when  the  times  are  paff. 
Laugh  at  thofe  follys  which  I ftrove  to  tafte, 

And  each  amufement,  which  we  fliar’d,  review. 

Pleas’d  with  meer  talking,  fince  I talk  to  you. 

But  how  (hall  I defcribe  in  humble  profc. 

Their  Balls,  AfTemblies,  Operas  and  Beaus  ? 

In  proie,  you  cry  ! Oh  no,  the  Mufe  muff  aid, 

And  leave  Parmjfus  for  the  Tailleriis  fliadej 

ShaU 
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^hall  he  (who  late  Britannia's  city  trod, 

And  led  the  draggled  Mufe,  with  pattens  (hod. 
Through  dirty  lanes,  and  alley*s  doubtful  ways) 

Refufe  to  write,  when  Paris  asks  his  lays! 

Well  then.  I’ll  try.  Defcend,  ye  beauteous  Nine, 
In  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  (hine, 

Let  (parkling  ftars  your  neck  and  ear  adorn, 

Lay  on  the  blulhes  of  the  crimfon  morn, 

So  may  ye  Balls  and  gay  Aflemblies  grace. 

And  at  the  Opera  claim  the  foremofl:  place, 

Trav’lers  (hould  ever  fit  cxprefTion  chufe. 

Nor  with  low  phrafe  the  lofty  theme  abufe. 

When  they  defcribe  the  ftate  of  eaftcrn  Lords, 

Pomp  and  magnificence  (hould  fwell  their  words; 
And  when  they  paint  the  (erpent’s  fcaly  pride, 

Their  lines  (hould  hifs,  their  numbers  fmoothly  (lide; 
But  they,  unmindful  of  Poetick  rules, 

Defcribe  alike  Mockaws,  and  gvtsX  Moguls. 

Dampier  would  thus,  without  ill-meaning  fatyr, 
Drefs  forth  in  (imple  ftyle  the  Petit^maitre. 

In  Paris,  there's  a race  of  animals, 

(I've  feen  them  at  their  Operas  and  Balls) 
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They  firnd  ereBt  they  dance  when- e'er  they  walk. 

Monkeys  in  aBton,  perroquets  in  talk  i 

They're  crown'd  with  feathers,  like  the  cockatoo. 

And,  like  camelions,  daily  change  their  hue', 

From  patches  jufily  plac'd  they  borrow  graces. 

And  with  vermillion  lacker  o'er  their  faces. 

This  cujlom,  as  we  viftbly  difcern. 

They,  by  frequenting  Ladies  toilettes,  learn. 

Thus  might  the  traveler  eafy  truth  impart. 

Into  the  fubjed  let  me  nobly  ftart! 

How  happy  lives  the  man,  how  fure  to  charm, 
Whofe  knot  embroider’d  flutters  down  his  arm! 
On  him  the  Ladies  caft  the  yielding  glance. 

Sigh  in  his  fongs,  and  languifh  in  his  dancej 
While  wretched  is  the  Wit,  contemn’d,  forlorn, 
Whofe  gummy  hat  no  fcarlet  plumes  adorn; 

No  broider’d  flowers  his  worfted  ankle  grace, 

Nor  cane  embofs’d  with  gold  diredts  his  pace; 

No  Lady’s  favour  on  his  fword  is  hung. 

What,  though  Apollo  didate  from  his  tongue. 

His  wit  is  fpiritlefs  and  void  of  grace. 

Who  wants  th’  aflurance  of  brocade  and  lace. 
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while  the  gay  fop  genteely  talks  of  weather. 

The  fair  in  raptures  doat  upon  his  feather ; 

Like  a Court  Lady  though  he  write  and  fpell. 

His  minuet  ftep  was  fafhion’d  by  * MAuelli 
He  drefles,  fences.  What  avails  to  know  ? 

For  women  chuie  their  men,  like  hlks,  for  (how. 
Is  this  the  thing,  you  cry,  that  Tarts  boafts? 

Is  this  the  thing  renown’d  among  our  Toads  ? 

For  fuch  a fluttVing  fight  we  need  not  roam ; 

Our  own  Afiemblys  (hine  with  thefe  at  home. 

Let  us  into  the  field  of  Beauty  ftarti  ^ 
Beauty’s  a theme  that  ever  warm’d  my  heart. 
Think  not,  ye  Fair,  that  I the  Sex  accufe: 

How  lhall  I rpare  you,  prompted  by  the  Mufc? 
(The  Mufes  all  are  Trudes)  (he  rails,  (he  frets, 
Amidft  this  fprightly  nation  of  Coquettes  i 
Yet  let  not  us  their  loofe  coquett’ry  blarney 
Women  of  ev’ry  nation  are  the  fame. 

You  ask  me,  if  Tarijian  dames,  like  ours, 
With  rattling  dice  prophane  the  Sunday's  hours; 

If  they  the  gamefter’s  pale-ey’d  vigils  keep, 

And  (lake  their  hononr  while  their  husbands  (lecpl 
* AfamoHs  dancing-mffjler. 
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Yes,  Sir  \ like  EngUJh  Toafts,  the  dames  of  Franet 
Will  rifque  their  income  on  a lingle  chance. 
Nametfe  lafl  night  at  tricking  Tharaon  play’dt 
The  cards  the  Taillier*s  Aiding  hand  obey’d. 

To-day  her  neck  no  brilliant  circle  wears. 

Nor  the  ray- darting  pendant  loads  her  ears. 

Why  does  old  Chloris  an  AlTembly  hold  ? 

Chloris  each  night  divides  the  (harper’s  gold. 
CorinniCs  cheek  with  frequent  loiTes  burns. 

And  no  bold  Trent e le  vsi  her  fortune  turns. 

Ah  too  ralh  virgin!  where’s  thy  virtue  flown? 

She  pawns  her  perfon  for  the  (harper’s  loan. 

Yet  who  with  juftice  can  the  fair  upbraid, 

Whofe  debts  of  honour  are  fo  duely  paid  ? 

But  let  me  not  forget  the  Toilette's  cares. 

Where  art  each  morn  the  languid  cheek  repairs : 

This  red’s  too  pale,  nor  gives  a diftant  graces 
Mctdame  to  day  puts  on  her  Opera  facej 
From  this  we  fcarce  extraff  the  milk-maid’s  bloom. 
Bring  the  deep  dye  that  warms  acrofs  the  room: 

Now  flames  her  cheek,  fo  ftrong  her  charms  prevail. 
That  on  her  gown  the  (ilkeu  rofe  looks  pale! 
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Not  but  that  France  fome  native  beauty  boafts, 

Clermont  and  Charolois  might  grace  our  Toafts. 

When  the  fweet-brea thing  fpring  unfolds  the  buds> 

I Love  flys  the  dully  town  for  lhady  woods. 

Then  Totenham  fields  with  roving  beauty  fwarm* 

And  Hampftead  Balls  the  city  virgin  warm, 

Then  Chelfea\  meads  o’er  hear  perfidious  vov/s. 

And  the  preft  grafs  defrauds  the  grazing  cows. 

*ris  here  the  famej  but  in  a higher  fphere, 

For  ev’n  Court  Ladies  fin  in  open  air. 

What  Cit  with  a gallant  would  trull  his  Ipoufe 
Beneath  the  tempting  (hade  of  Greenwich  boughs? 

What  Peer  of  France  would  let  his  Dutchefs  rove, 

V;here  Boulogne's  clofell  woods  invite  to  love  ? 

But  here  no  wife  can  blall  her  husband’s  fame, 

Cuckold  is  grown  an  honourable  name. 

Stretch’d  on  the  grafs  the  fhepherd  fighs  his  pain, 

And  on  the  grafs  what  Ihepherd  fighs  in  vain? 

Gn  Chloes  lap  here  Damen  lay’d  along, 

Melts  with  the  languifh  of  her  am’rous  fong; 

There  Iris  flies  PaUmon  through  the  glade. 

Nor  trips  by  chance  — ’till  in  the  thickell  fhadej 

Here 
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Here  Celimene  defends  her  lips  and  breaft. 

For  killes  are  by  ftruggliog  clofer  preft } 

Alexis  there  with  eager  flame  grows  bold. 

Nor  can  the  nynaph  his  wanton  fingers  hold  j 
Be  wife,  Alexis 't  what,  (b  near  the  road ! 

Hark,  a coach  rolls,  and  husbands  are  abroad ! 

Such  were  our  pleafures  in  the  days  of  yore, 

When  am’rous  Charles  Britamia's  fcepter  bore ; 

The  nightly  fcene  of  joy  the  Bark  was  made. 

And  Love  in  couples  peopled  cv*ry  (hade. 

But  fince  at  Court  the  rural  tafte  is  loft, 

JVhat  mighty  fumms  have  velvet  couches  coft ! 

Sometimes  the  Tmllerieh  gawdy  walk  1 love. 
Where  I through  crouds  of  ruftling  manteau’s  rove  i 
As  here  from  fide  to  fide  my  eyes  I caft. 

And  gaz-’d  on  all  the  glitt’riog  train  that  paft. 

Sudden  a fop  fteps  forth  before  the  reft  j 
I knew  the  bold  embroidery  of  his  veft. 

He  thus  accofts  me  with  familiar  air, 

Barhleti ! on  a fait  cet  habit  en  Angleterre  1 
^elle  manche  / ce  galon  eft  grojfterement  ranges 
Wila  qHel(iue  chofe  de  fort  beau  et  degage  I 

\\ 
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This  faid:  On  his  red  > heel  he  turns,  and  then 
Hums  a fofc  minuet, -and  proceeds  agen. 

Well ; now  yoH*ve  Paris  /ec»,  you'll  frankly  own 
Tour  boafled  London  feems  a country  town\ 

Has  Chrijlianity  'yet  reach'd  your  nation  ? 

uire  churches  built  ^ Are  Mafquerades  in  fajhion? 

Do  daily  Soups  your  dinners  introduce  ? 

Are  mufick,  fnuffi  and  coaches  yet  in  ufe? 

Pardon  me.  Sir;  we  know  the  Varis  mode. 

And  gather  Voliteffe  from  Courts  abroad. 

Like  you,  our  Courtiers  keep  a num’rous  train 
To  load  their  coach ; and  tradeimen  dun  in  vain. 
Nor  has  Religion  left  us  in  the  lurch. 

And,  as  in  Trance,  our  vulgar  croud  the  Church; 
Our  Ladys  too  fupport  the  Mafquerade, 

The  fex  by  nature  love  th’intriguing  trade. 

Strait  the  vain  fop  in  ign’rant  rapture  crys, 

Paris  the  barbarous  world  will  civilize! 

Pray  Sir,  point  out  among  the  paffing  band 
The  prefent  Beauties  who  the  town  command. 

See  yonder  dame ; flriB  virtue  chills  her  breajl, 

Mark  in  her  eye  demure  the  Trade  profeji ; 

That  frozen  bofom  native  fire  mufi  want. 

Which  boafls  of  confiancy  to  one  Gallant! 
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This  next  the  fpoils  of  fifty  lovers  wears, 

Rich  Dandin’j  brilliant  favottrs grace  her  ears'. 

The  necklace  . Fiona* s gen*rous  fiame  befioiDod, 
Clitander’^  fparkling  gems  her  finger  load-, 

But  now,  her  charms  grown  cheap  by  confiant  ufe. 
She  fins  for.  fear fs,  clock'd  fiockings,  knots,  and  fhoes. 
This  next,  with  fiber  gait  and  ferious  leer. 

Wearies  her  knees  with  morn  and  ev'ning  prayer'. 

She  f corns  th' ignoble  love  of  feeble  pages. 

But  with  three  Abbots  in  me  night  engages. 

This  with  the  Cardinal  her  nights  employs, 

Where  holy  finews  confe crate  her  joys. 

Why  have  1 promis'd  things  beyond  my  power! 

Five  ajfignations  wait  me  at  this  hour. 

The  fprightly  Countefs  firfi  my  vifit  claims. 

To-morrow  Jhall  indulge  inferior  dames. 

Tardon  me.  Sir  ',  that  thus  I take  my  leave. 

Gay  Florimella  Jlily  twitch'd  my  fieeve. 

Adieu*,  Monfieur  — The  Opera  hour  draws  near. 
Not  fee  the  Opera ! all  the  world  is  there  j 
Where  on  the  ftage  th’ embroider’d  youth  of  France 
In  bright  array  attract  the  female  glance: 
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This  languifhes,  this  ftruts,  to  (how  his  mien, 

And  not  a gold-clock’d  (locking  moves  unfeen* 

But  hark!  the  full  Orchejira  (Irike  the  firings |> 

The  Hero  (Irutts,  and  the  whole  audience  (ings. 

My  jarring  ear  harOi  grating  murmurs  wound, 

Hoarfe  and  confus’d,  like  Babel’s  mingled  found. 

Hard  chance  had  plac’d  me  near  a noifie  throat, 

That  in  rough  quavers  bellow’d  ev’ry  note. 

Pray  Sir^  fays  I,  fufpend  a- while  your  fong. 

The  Opera’s  drown’d 5 your  lungs  are  wondrous  flroBgi 
I wifh  to  hear  your  Roland's  ranting  drain, 

While  he  with  rooted  foreds  drows  the  plain. 

Sudden  he  fhrugs  furprize,  and  anfwers  quick, 

Monfieur  appar eminent  n*a\me  pas  la  mufque. 

Then  turning  round,  he  join’d  th’  ungrateful  noifej 
And  the  loud  Chorus  thunder’d  with  his  voice. 

O footh  me  with  fome  foft  Italian  air. 

Let  harmony  compofe  my  tortur’d  ear! 

When  Anaflafia's  voice  commands  the  drain,’ 

The  melting  warble  thrills  through  ev’ry  veinj 
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Thought  ftands  fufpenfe,  and  filence  pleas’d  attends,' 
While  in  her  notes  the  heav’nly  Choir  defcends. 

But  you’ll  imagine  I’m  a Trenchmm  grown. 
Pleas’d  and  content  with  nothing  but  my  own. 

So  ftrongly  with  this  prejudice  pofTeft, 

He  thinks  French  mufick  and  French  painting  heft. 
Mention  the  force  of  learn’d  Corellh  notes, 

Some  fcraping  (idler  of  their  Ball  he  quotes j 
Talk  of  the  fpirit  Raphael's  pencil  gives. 

Yet  warm  with  life  whofe  fpeaking  piflure  lives} 
Yes  Sir,  fays  he,  in  colour  and  defign, 

Rigmf  and  Raphael pt  extreamly  fine! 

*Tis  true  his  country’s  love  tranfports  his  breaft 
With  warmer  zeal,  than  your  old  Greeks  profcft. 
Ulyjfes  lov’d  his  Ithaca  of  yore, 

Yet  that  fage  trav’ler  left  his  native  fliore} 

_W^hat  ftronger  vertue  in  the  Frenchman  fliines! 

He  to  dear  Farts  all  his  life  confines. 

I’m  not  fo  fond.  There  are,  I muft  confeft, 

Things  which  might  make  me  love  my  country  leis. 
1 fhould  not  think  my  Britain  had  fuch  charms, 

If  loll  to  learning,  if  cnflav’d  by  arms  j 
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France  has  her  Richliem  and  her  ColherU  known,’ 

And  then,  I grant  ir,  France  in  fcience  (hone: 

We  too,  I own,  without  fuch  aids  may  chancS  ' 

In  ignorance  and  pride  to  rival  France, 

But  let  me  not  forget  Corneille,  Kacine, 

Soileau's  ftrong  fenfe  and  Moliere's  humorous  Scene.' 
Let  Cambrafs  name  be  fung  above  the  reft. 

Whole  maxims,  Fult'ney,  warm  thy  patriot  breafts 
In  Mentor's  precepts  wifdom  ftrong  and  clear 
Di^bates  fublime,  and  diftant  nations  hear. 

Hear  all  ye  Princes,  who  the  world  controul. 

What  cares,  what  terrors  haunt  the  tyrant’s  foulj 
His  conftant  train  are  anger,  fear,  diftruft. 

To  be  a King,  is  to  be  good  and  juftj 
His  people  he  proteds,  their  rights  he  faves. 

And  fcorns  to  rule  a wretched  race  of  flaves. 

Happy,  thrice  happy  (ball  the  monarch  reign. 
Where  guardian  laws  defpotic  power  reftrain ! 

There  Ihall  the  plough-fhare  break  the  ftubborn  land,' 
And  bending  harvefts  tire  the  peafant’s  hand: 

There  liberty  her  fettled  manfion  boafts. 

There  commerce  plenty  brings  from  foreign  coafts^ 
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O Britamt  guard  thy  laws,  thy  rights  defend, 

So  fhall  thefe  bleffings  to  thy  fons  defcend ! 

You’ll  think  ’tis  time  feme  other  theme  to  chufe. 
And  not  with  Beaus  and  Fops  fatigue  the  Mufe: 
Should  I let  Satyr  loofe  on  EngUJh  ground. 

There  fools  of  various  charadfer  abound  i 
But  here  my  verfe  is  to  one  race  confin’d, 

All  Tmchmm  are  of  V ah' maim  kind, 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

PAUL  METHUEN  Efq; 

HAT,  *tis  encouragement  makes  Sci- 
ence fpread, 

Is  rarely  praftis’d,  though  ’tis  often  faid; 
When  learning  droops  and  hckens  in  the 
land, 

What  Patron’s  found  to  lend  a laving  hand  } 

True  gen’rous  Spirits  prolp’rous  vice  deteft,  ' 

And  love  to  cherilh  vertue  when  diftreft : 
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But  e*cr  our  mighty  Lords  this  {cheme  purfue, 

Our  mighty  Lords  muft  think  and  ad  like  you^ 

Why  muft  we  climb  the  jilpine  mountain’s  fidcs 
To  find  the  feat  where  Harmony  refides  ? 

,Why  touch  we  not  fo  foft  the  filver  lute, 

The  cheerful  haut-bty,  and  the  mellow  flute  f 
*Tis  not  th’  Italian  clime  improves  the  found. 

But  there  the  Patrons  of  her  fons  are  found: 

Why  flourifh’d  verfe  in  great  Auguflui*  reign  ? 

He  and  Meunas  lov’d  the  Mufe’s  {brain. 

But  now  that  wight  in  poverty  muft  mourn 
Who  was  (O  cruel  {bars!  ) a Poet  born. 

Yet  there  are  ways  for  authors  to  be  greats 
Write  ranc’rous  libels  to  reform  the  State.* 

Or  if  you  chufe  more  fore  and  ready  ways. 

Spatter  a Minifter  with  fulfome  praife : 

Launch  out  with  freedom,  flatter  him  enoughs 
Fear  not,  all  men  are  dedication-proof. 

Be  bolder  yet,  you  muft  go  farther  ftill. 

Dip  deep  in  gall  thy  mercenary  quill. 

He  who  his  pen  in  party  quarrels  draws. 

Lifts  an  hir’d  bravo  to  fupport  the  cauic  s 
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He  muft  indulge  his  Patron’s  hate  and  Ipleen, 

And  ftab  the  fame  of  thofe  he  ne’er  has  fecn. 

Why  then  (hould  authors  mourn  their  delp’rate  cafe  ? 
Be  brave,  do  this,  and  then  demand  a place. 

Why  art  thou  poor  ? exert  the  gifts  to  rife. 

And  banifti  tim’rous  vertue  from  thy  eyes. 

All  this  feems  modern  preface,  where  we’re  told 
That  wit  is  prais’d,  but  hungry  lives  and  cold: 
Againft  th’  ungrateful  age  thefe  authors  roar. 

And  fancy  learning  ftarvcs  becaufe  they’re  poor. 

Yet  why  Iholud  learning  hope  fuccefs  at  Court  ? 
Why  fhould  our  Patriots  vertue’s  caufe  fupport? 
Why  to  true  merit  ftiould  they  have  regard  ? 

They  know  that  vertue  is  its  own  reward. 

Yet  let  not  me  of  grievances  complain, 

Who  (though  the  mcanefl:  of  the  Mufe’s  train^ 

Can  boaft  fubferiptions  to  my  humble  lays. 

And  mingle  profit  with  my  little  praife. 

Ask  Painting,  why  fhe  loves  Hefperian  air. 

Go  view,  (he  crys,  my  glorious  labours  there. 
There  in  rich  palaces  I reign  in  ftate. 

And  on  the  temple’s  lofty  domes  create, 
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The  Nobles  view  nay  works  with  knowing  eyes,. 
They  love  the  fcience,  and  the  painter  prize. 

Why  didft  thou,  Xenty  forgo  thy  native  land, 
To  emulate  in  picture  Raphael's  hand? 

Think’ft  thou  for  this  to  raife  thy  name  at  home  ?' 
Go  back,  adorn  the  palaces  of  Rome', 

There  on  the  walls  let  thy  juft  labours  Ihiiie,' 

And  Raphael  live  again  in  thy  defign. 

Yet  ftay  awhile } call  all  thy  genius  forth, 

For  Rnrlington  unbyafs*d  knows  thy  worth  j 
His  judgment  in  thy  mafter-ftrokes  can  trace 
Titian's  ftrong  fire  and  Guido's  fofter  grace  i 
But,  oh  confider,  e’er  thy  works  appear, 

Canft  thou  unhurt  the  tongue  of  envy  hear  ? 
Cenfure  will  blame,  her  breath  was  ever  fpent 
To  blaft  the  laurels  of  the  Eminent, 
while  Burlington's  proportion’d  columns  rife, 

Does  not  he  ftand  the  gaze  of  envious  eyes  ? 
Doors,  windows  are  condemn’d  by  pafling  fools. 
Who  know  not  that  they  damn  Valladio's  rules. 

If  Chandois  with  a lib’ral  hand  beftow, 

Cenfure  imputes  it  all  to  pomp  and  ftiowi] 


When 


.E  P I S r L E s. 


17 


When,  if  the  motive  right  were  underftood, 
His  daily  pleafure  is  in  doing  good. 


Had  Vope  with  groveling  numbers  fill’d  his  page! 
Demis  had  never  kindled  into  rage. 

*Tis  the  fubfime  that  hurts  the  Critic’s  cafe;  ^ ^ 
Write  nonfenfe  and  he  reads  and  deeps  in  peace/ 
Were  Trior,  Congreve,  Swift  and  Tope  unknowns'  ^ 
Poor  dander* felling  Curll  would  be  undone: 

He  who  would  free  from  malice  pafs  his  daysj 
Muft  live  obfeure,  and  never  merit  praife. 

But  let  this  tale  to  valiant  virtue  tell 
The  daily  perils  of  deferving  well 


A crow  was  ftrutting  o’er  the  ft ubbled  plain/ 

Juft  as  a lark  defeending  clos’d  his  ftrain. 

The  crow  befpoke  him  thus  with  folemn  gracej  ’ 

Thou  moft  accomplilh’d  of  the  feather’d  race, 

What  force  of  lungs!  how  clear!  how  fweet  you  fingS 
And  no  bird  ibars  upon  a ftronger  wing. 

The  lark,  who  fcom’d  foft  datt’ry,  thus  replys, 

True,  I ling  fweet,  and  on  ftrong  pinion  rife; 

Yet  let  me  pafs  my  life  from  envy  free. 

For  what  advantage  are  thefe  gifts  to  me? 


My 
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My  fong  confines  me  to  the  wiry  cage, 
My  flight  provokes  the  faulcon’s  fatal  rage. 
But  as  you  pafs,  I hear  the  fowlers  fay, 
To^fhoot  at  crows  is  powder  flung  away^ . 
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An  Anjwer  to  the  SompnerV  Tro^ 
logue  of  Chaucer. 

In  imitation  of  ChaucerV  flyle, 

H E Sampner  leudly  hath  his  Prologue  told, 
And  faine  on  the  Frecrs  his  tale  japing  and 
bold  i 

How  that  in  Hell  they  fearchca  near  and 
wide, 

And  ne  one  Freer  in  all  thilkc  place  efpydc,  V 
But  lo  ! the  devil  turn’d  his  erfe  about, 

And  twenty  thoufand  Freers  wend  in  and  out\ 

By 
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By  which  in  Jecgrys  rhyming  it  appears. 

The  devil’s  belly  is  the  hive  of  Freers. 

Now  liftneth  lordings ! forthwith  ye  fhall  hear. 
What  happend  at  a houfe  in  Lancajhire, 

A mifere  that  had  londs  and  tenement, 

V/ho  rakech  from  his  villaincs  taxes  and  rent. 
Owned  a houfe  which  emptye  long  y«ftood. 

Full  deeply  fitcd  in  a derkning  wood, 

Murmring  a (hallow  brook  runneth  along, 

Mong  the  round  (fones  it  maken  doleful  fong. 

Now  there  (preaden  a rumour  that  everich  night 
The  rooms  ihaunted  been  by  many  a fprite. 

The  miller  avoucheth,  and  all  there  about, 

That  they  full  oft*  hearen  [the  hellifh  rout; 

Some  faine  they  hear  the  jingling  of  chains, 

And  fome  hath  yheard-the  pfautries  ftraines. 

At  midnight  fome  the  headlefs  horfe  imeef. 

And  fome  efpien  a corfe  in  a white  flieet. 

And  oother  things,  faye,  elfin  and  elfe. 

And  (hapes  that  fear  createn  to  it  felfe. 

Now  it  fo  hapt,  there  was  not  ferrc  away, 

Of  grey  Freers  a fair  and  rich  Abbaye, 


Where 
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where  liven  a Freer  ycleped  Vert  Thomttsl 

Who  daren  alone  in  derke  through  church-yerds  pafs. 

This  Freer  would  lye  in  thilke  houfe  all  night. 

In  hope  he  might  efpyen  a dreadful  fprite. 

He  taketh  candle,  beades,  and  holy  watere. 

And  legends  eke  of  Saintes,  and  bookes  of  prayerei 
He  entreth  the  room,  and  looketh  round  aftouf, 

And  halpen  the  door  to  hafpen  the  goblin  out. 

The  candle  hath  he  put  clofe  by  the  bed, 

And  in  low  tone  his  ave  marye  faid. 

With  water  now  befprinkled  hath  the  floorc, 

And  maken  crofs  on  key-hole  of  the  doore* 

Ne  was  there  not  a moufe-hole  in  thilke  placed 
But  he  y-crolTed  hath  by  God  his  grace; 

He  crolTcd  hath  this,  and  eke  he  crofled  that,’ 

With  benedicks  and  God  knows  what. 

Now  he  goeth  to  bed  and  licth  adown,’ 

When  the  clock  had  juft  ftricken  the  twelfth  foun, 
Bethinketh  hem  now  what  the  caufe  had  ibeen* 
Why  many  fprites  by  mortals  have  been  feen. 

Hem  remembreth  how  Bm  Tlutarch  hath  y-fed 
That  CAfar's  fprite  came  to  Brute  his  bed  i 


Of 
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Of  chains  that  frighten  erft  ArtemUoret 
The  tales  of  P//«c,  Vderet  and  many  more. 

Hem  thinketh  that  fome  murdere  here  been  done, 

And  he  mought  fee  fome  bloodye  ghoft  anone, 

Or  that  fome  orphlincs  writings  here  be  ftor’d. 

Or  pot  of  gold  laine  deep  beneath  a board : 

Or  thinketh  hem,  if  he  mought  fee  no  fprite. 

The  Abbaye  mought  buy  this  houfe  cheape  outright.  - 

As  hem  thus  thinketh,  anone  afleep  he  lies. 

Up  ftarten  Sathams  with  faucer  eyes. 

He  turneth  the  Freer  upon  his  face  downright, 
Diiplaying  his  nether  cheeks  ful  broad  and  white. 

Then  quoth  DmSathmas  as  he  thwacked  him  fore^ 
Thou  didft  forget  to  guard  thy  poftern  door. 

There  is  an  hole  which  hath  not  croffed  been  : 

Farewel,  from  whence  I came,  I creepen  in. 

Now  plain  it  is  ytellen  in  my  verfe. 

If  Devils  in  hell  bear  Freers  in  their  erfe,’ 

On  earth  the  Devil  in  Freers  doth  y-dwellj 
Were  there  no  Freers,  the  Devil  mought  keep  in  hell. 
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A Man  may  lead  a happy  life, 

Without  that  needful  thing  a wife:  > 

This  long  have  lufty  Abbots  known. 

Who  ne’er  knew  fpoufes-- — of  their  own. 

What,  though  your  houfe  be  clean  and  neat, 

With  couches,  chairs,  and  beds  compleat  j 
Though  you  each  day  invite  a friend. 

Though  he  fhould  ev’ry  difh  commend, 

On  Bagjhot-heath  your  mutton  fed. 

Your  fowls  at  Brandford  born  and  bred} 

Though  pureft;  wine  your  cellars  boaft. 

Wine  worthy  of  the  faireft  Toaftj 
Yet  there  are  other  things  requir’d; 

Ring,  and  let’s  fee  the  maid  you  hir’d — 

Blefs  me!  thofe  hands  might  hold  a broom, 

Twirle  round  a mop,  and  wafli  a room; 
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^4 

! 


46  r yl  L E S. 

A batchelor  his  maid  fhould  keep. 

Not  for  that  fervile  ufe  to  fweep, 

Let  her  his  humour  underftand, 

And  turn  to  ev’ry  thing  her  hand. 

Get  you  a lafs  that’s  young  and  tight,' 

V/hofe  arms  are,  like  her  apron,  white} 

What  though  her  fhift  be  feldom  feen? 

Let  that  though  coarfe  be  always  clean} 

She  might  each  morn  your  tea  attend. 

And  on  your  wrift  your  rufHe  mend} 

Then  if  you  break  a roguifh  jefl:, 

Or  fqueeze  her  hand,  or  pat  her  breaft. 

She  crys,  oh  dear  Sir,  don’t  be  naught! 

And  bluihes  fpeak  her  lafl:  night’s  fault. 

To  her  your  houfliold  cares  confide. 

Let  your  keys  gingle  at  her  fide, 

A footman’s  blunders  teaze  and  fret  ye, 

Ev’n  while  you  chide  you  fmile  on  Betty. 

Difcharge  him  then,  if  he’s  too  fpruce. 

For  Betty  6 for  his  mailer’s  uie. 

Will  you  your  am’rous  fancy  baulk. 

For  fear  fome  prudilh  neighbour  talk  ? 

But 
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Bat  you’ll  objeft,  that  you’re  afraid 
Of  the  pert  freedoms  of  a maidi 
Befides  your  wifer  heads  will  fay. 

That  (he  who  turns  her  hand  this  way, 
From  one  vice  to  another  drawn. 

Will  lodge  your  (ilver  fpoons  in  pawn. 
Has  not  the  homely  wrinkled  jade 
More  need  to  learn  the  pilf’ring  trade? 
For  love  all  wants  fupplys, 

Laces  her  (hoes,  her  manteau  dyes. 

All  her  fluff  fuits  fhe  flings  away. 

And  wears  thread  fattin  every  day. 

Who  then  a dirty  drab  would  hire. 
Brown  as  the  hearth  of  kitchen  fire  ? 
When  all  muft  own,  were  Bmy  put 
To  the  black  dutys  of  the  flut, 

As  well  (he  fcow’rs  or  fcrubs  a floor. 
And  flill  is  good  for  (bmething  more. 

Thu?,  to  avoid  the  greater  vice, 

I knew  a Priefl,  of  confcience  nice. 
To  quell  his  lufl  for  neighbour’s  fpoufe. 
Keep  fornication  in  his  houfe. 


But 
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But  you’re  impatient  all  this  time. 

Fret  at  my  counfel,  curie  my  rhyme. 

Be  fatisfy’d.  I’ll  talk  no  more, 

For  thus  my  tale  begins  — Of  yore 
There  dwelt  at  Blots  a Pried:  full  fair. 

With  rolling  eye  and  crifped  hair. 

His  chin  hung  low,  his  brow  was  fleek, 
Plenty  lay  basking  on  his  cheek, 

Whole  days  at  cloyfler  grates  he  fat> 
Ogled,  and  talk’d  of  this  and  that 
So  feelingly ; the  Nuns  lamented 
That  double  barrs  were  e’er  invented. 

If  he  the  wanton  wife  confeft 
With  downcaft  eye,  and  heaving  breaft; 
He  flroak’d  her  cheek  to  ft  ill  her  fear. 

And  talk’d  of  fins  en  Cavalier. 

Each  time  enjoyn’d  her  pennance  mild, 
And  fondled  on  her  like  his  child. 

At  ev’ry  jovial  gofiip’s  feafi: 

Fere  Bernard  was  a welcome  gueft, 

Mirth  fuifer’d  not  the  leafl  reftraint, 

He  could  at  will  fhake  off  the  faint: 

Nor  frown’d  he  when  they  freely  fpoke, 
But  Ihook  his  fides,  and  took  the  jokei 
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Nor  fail’d  he  to  promote  the  jeft, 

And  fhar’d  the  fins  which  they  confeft. 

Yet  that  he  might  not  always  roam, 

He  kept  conveniencies  at  home. 

His  maid  was  in  the  bloom  of  beauty, 

Well-limb’d  for  ev’ry>focial  duty} 

He  meddled  with  no  houfliold  cares. 

To  her  confign’d  his  whole  affairs } 

She  of  his  Study  kept  the  keys. 

For  he  was  ftudious of  his  eafe: 

She  had  the  power  of  all  bis  locks, 

Could  rummage  ev’ry  cheft  and  box. 

Her  honefty  fuch  credit  gain’d. 

Not  ev’n  the  cellar  was  reftrain’d. 

In  troth  it  was  a goodly  fhow, 

Lin’d  with  full  hogflieads  all  a-row} 

One  veflel,  from  the  rank  remov’d, 

Far  dearer  than  the  reft  he  lov’d. 

Tour  la  bonm  bouche  *twas  fet  afide. 

To  all  but  choicefl:  friends  deny’d. 

He  now  and  then  would  fend  a quart. 

To  warm  fome  wife’s  retentive  heart, 

VoL.II.  D 


Again  ft 


j-0  ■ TALES. 

Againfl:  confeffion’s  fullen  hour: 

Wine  has  all  fecrets  in  its  power. 

At  common  feafts  it  had  been  wade, 

Nor  was  it  fit  for  layman’s  tafte. 

If  monk  or  friar  were  his  gueft, 

They  drank  it,  for  they  know  the  bed, 

Nay,  he  at  length  fo  fond  was  grown. 

He  always  drank'it  when — alone. 

Who  (hall  recount  his  civil  labours. 

In  pious  vilits  to  his  neighbours  ? 

Whene’er  weak  husbands  went  aftray. 

He  gueft  their  wives  were  in  the  way, 
*Twas  then  his  charity  was  fhown. 

He  chofe  to  fee  them  when  alone. 

Now  was  he  bent  on  cuckoldom  : 

He  knew  friend  Dennis  vj as  from  home; 
His  wife  (a  poor  neglected  beauty. 
Defrauded  of  a husband’s  duty^ 

Had  often  told  him  at  confcflion. 

How  hard  Hie  flruggled  ’gainft  tranfgrcfiion. 
He  now  refolves,  in  heat  of  blood, 

To  try  how  firm  her  virtue  flood. 
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He  knew  that  wine  (to  love  beft  aid) 

Has  oft’  made  bold  the  fliamefac’d  maid. 

Taught  her  to  romp,  and  take  more  freedoms," 

Than  nymphs  train’d  up  at  Smith'$  or  l^eedhmV, 

i ■ 

A mighty  bottle  flrait  he  chofe, 

Such  as  might  give  two  Friars  their  dofe: 

Nftnnette  he  call’d:  the  cellar  door 
She  flrait  unlocks,  dcfcends  before. 

He  follow’d  clofe.  But  when  he  fpys  •% 

His  fav’rite  cask;  with  lifted  eyes  L 

And  lifted  hands  aloud  he  crys.  ^ 

Heigh  day!  my  darling  wine  aftoop! 

It  mufl,  alas!  have  fprung  a hoopi 
That  there’s  a leak  is  pad  all  doubt, 
fReply’d  the  maid)  — I’ll  find  it  out. 

She  fets  the  candle  down  in  hafle. 

Tucks  her  white  apron  round  her  wafte. 

The  hoglhead’s  mouldy  fide  afcends., 

She  ftraddles  wide,  and  downward  bends  5 
So  low  flie  ftoops  to  feek  the  flaw, 

Her  coats  rofe  high , her  maftcr  faw  — — 

I fee  — he  crys — (’then  clafpt  her  faft) 

The  leak  through  which  my  wine  has  pafli 

D ^ Then 
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Then  all  in  haile  the  maid  defcended* 
And  in  a trice  the  leak  was  mended. 

He  found  in  Nanmfte  all  he  Warited. 

So  Demis'  brows  remain’d  unplanted. 

E’er  lincc  this  time  all  lufty  Friars 
(Warm’d  with  predominant  defires, 
"Whene’er  the  flefli  with  Ipirit  quarrels) 
Look  on  the  fcx  as  leaky  barrels. 

Beware  of  thefe,  ye  jealous  fpoufes. 

From  fuch-  like  coopers  guard  your  houfesj 
For  if  they  find  not  work  at  home, 

For  jobs  through  all  the  town  they  roam.^ 
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A TALE. 

An  Abbot  rich  (whole  tafte  was  good 
Alike  in  fciencc  atid  in  food) 

His  Biihop  hid  relblv’d  to  treat} 

The  Bifhop  came,  the  Bifhop  eat} 

’Twas  filence,  ’til!  their  ftomachs  fail’d?* 

And  now  at  Hereticks  they  rail’d} 

What  Herefy  (the  Prelate  Aid^ 

Is  in  that  Church  where  Priefts  may  wed!' 

Do  not  we  take  the  Church  for  life? 

But  thofe  divorce  her  for  a wife, 

Like  laymen  keep  her  in  their  houfes. 

And  own  the  children  of  their  fpoufes. 

Vile  pradlices!  the  Abbot  cry’d, 

For  pious  ufc  we’re  fet  afide ! 

Shall  we  take  wives?  marriage  at  beft. 

Is  but  carnality  profcd. 

D 3 
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Now  as  the  Bilhop  took  his  glafs. 

He  fpy’d  our  Abbot’s  buxom  lafs 
Who  crofs’d  the  room,  he  mark’d  her  eye 
That  glow’d  with  lovej  his  pulfe  beat  high, 
Fye,  father,  fye,  (the  Prelate  crys^ 

A maid  fo  young  ! for  (hame,  be  wife. 
Thefe  indifcretioos  lend  a handle 
To  lewd  lay  tongues,  to  give  us  fcandalj 
For  your  vows  fake,  this  rule  I give  t’ye^ 
Let  all  your  maids  be  turn’d  of  fifty. 

The  Prieft  reply’d,  I have  not  fwerv’d. 

But  your  chaft  precept  well  obferv’d;. 

That  lafs  full  twenty  five  has  told,. 

I’ve  yet  another  who’s  as  old  j 
Into  one  fum  their  ages  caftj 
So  both  my  maids  have  fifty  path 

The  Prelate  fmil’d,  but  durft  not  blame j 
For  why?  his  Lordihip  did  the  fame. 

Let  thofe  who  reprimand  their  brothers, 
Firft  mend  the  faults  they  find  in  others. 
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A true  Story  of  an  Apparition. 
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SCepticks  (whole  ftrength  of  argument  makes  out 
That  wifdom’s  deep  enquirys  end  in  doubt^  v 
Hold  this  alTertion  poiitive  and  clear, 

That  fprites  are  pure  deluiions  rais’d  by  fear. 

Not  that  fam’d  ghoft,  which  in  prefaging  found 
Call’d  Bmtm  to  Philippics  fatal  ground ; 

Nor  can  Tiberius  GmcchusC  goary  fhade 
Thefe  ever-doubting  difputants  perfuade. 

Strait  they  with  fmiles  reply  j thofe  tales  of  old 
By  vifionary  Priefts  were  made  and  told : 

I Oh  might  fome  ghoft  at  dead  of  night  appear,’’ 

I And  make  you  own  convidion  by  your  fear! 

I know  your  fneers  my  cafy  faith  accufs, 

Which  with  fuch  idle  legends  fcares  the  Mufe: 

But  think  not  that  I tell  tho/e  vulgar  fprights. 

Which  frighted  boys  relate  on  winter  nightsi 
How  cleanly  milk-maids  meet  the  fairy  train. 

How  headlefs  horfes  drag  the  clinking  chain. 
Night-roaming  ghofts,  by  faucer  eye-balls  known,’ 

The  common  fpedres  of  each  country  town. 

D 4 No; 
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No,  I fuch  fables  can  like  you  defpift, 

And  laugh  to  hear  thefe  nurfe-invented  lies. 

Yet  has  not  oft  the  fraudful  guardian’s  fright 
Compell’d  him  to  reftore  an  orphan’s  right  ? 

And  can  we  doubt  that  horrid  ghofts  afcend, 
Which  on  the  confcious  murd’rer’s  fteps  attend  ? 
Hear  then,  and  let  attefted  truth  prevail. 

From  faithful  lips  1 learnt  the  dreadful  tale, 

Where  Men*s  foreft  fpreads  its  limits  wide, 
Whofe  branching  paths  the  doubtful  road  divide^ 
A trav’ler  took  his  folitary  way  i 
When  low  beneath  the  hills  was  funk  the  day. 
And  now  the  skies  with  gath’ring  darknefs  lour^ 
The  branches  ruftle  with  the  threaten’d  fhoweri 
With  fudden  blafts  the  foreft  murmurs  loud. 
Indented  lightnings  cleave  the  fab:e  cloud, 
Thunder  on  thunder  breaks,  the  tempeft  roars. 
And  heav’n  difeharges  all  its  watry  {lores. 

The  wand’ring  trav’ler  {belter  feeks  in  vain. 

And  fliHnks  and  fhivers  with  the  beating  rain ; 
On  his  {feed’s  neck  the  {lacken’d  bridle  Jay, 

Who  chofc  with  cautious  feep  th’  uncertain  wayj 


And 


r A’  L E s. 


S7. 


And  now  he  checks  the  rein,  and  halts  to  hear 
If  any  noife  foretold  a village  near. 

I 

t At  length  from  far  a ftream  of  light  he  fees 
il  Extend  its  level  ray  between  the  trees j 
Thither  he  fpeeds,  and  as  he  nearer  came 
Joyful  he  knew  the  lamp’s  domeftick  flame 
That  trembled  through  the  window  5 crofs  the  way 
Darts  forth  the  barking  cur,  and  (lands  at  bay. 

It  was  an  ancient  lonely  houfe,  that  flood 
Upon  the  borders  of  the  fpacious  woodj 
Here  towers  and  antique  battlements  arife. 

And  there  in  heaps  the  moulder’d  ruine  lyes  5 
Some  Lord  this  manfion  held  in  davs  of  yore. 

To  chafe  the  wolf,  and  pierce  the  foaming  boar: 
How  chang’d,  alas,  from  what  it  once  had  been! 
’Tis  now  degraded  to  a publick  Inn. 

Strait  hedifmounts,  repeats  his  loud  commands; 
Swift  at  the  gate  the  ready  landlord  (lands ; 

With  frequent  cringe  he  bows,  and  begs  cxcufe. 

His  houfe  was  full,  and  ev’ry  bed  in  u(e. 

What  not  a garret,  and  no  draw  to  fpare? 

Why  then  the  kitchin  fire  and  elbow-chair  . 
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Shall  ferve  for  once  to  nod  away  the  night. 

The  kitchin  ever  is  the  fervant’s  right, 

Replys  the  hoft  i there,  ail  the  fire  around, 

The  Count’s  tir’d  footmen  fhore  upon  the  ground. 

The  maid,  who  liften’d  to  this  whole  debate. 
With  pity  learnt  the  weary  ftranger’s  fate. 

Be  brave,  Ihe  crys,  you  ftill  may  be  qur  gueft. 
Our  haunted  room  was  ever  held  the  beft  \ 

If  then  your  valour  can  the  fright  fuftain 
Of  rattling  curtains  and  the  clinking  chain. 

If  your  couragious  tongue  have  power  to  talk. 
When  round  your  bed  the  horrid  ghoft  fhall  walkj 
If  you  dare  ask  it,  v/hy  it  leaves  its  tomb, 
ril  fee  your  fheets  well-aii ’d,  and  Ihow  the  room. 
Soon  as  the  frighted  maid  her  tale  had  told, 

The  flranger  enter’d,  for  his  heart  was  bold. 

The  damfel  led  him  through  a fpacious  hall. 
Where  Ivy  hung  the  half-demolifh’d  wall  j 
She  frequent  look’d  behind,  and  chang’d  her  hue, 
While  fancy  tipt  the  candle’s  flame  with  blue. 

And  now  they  gain’d  the  winding  flairs  afcent. 
And  to  the  lonefome  room  of  terrors  went. 
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when  all  was  ready,  fwift  retir’d  the  maid, 

The  watch-lights  burn,  tuckt  warm  in  bed  was  laid 
The  hardy  Granger,  and  attends  the  fprite 
Till  his  accuftom’d  walk  at  dead  of  night. 

At  firil  he  hears  the  wind  with  hollow  roar 
Shake  the  lofe  lock,  and  fwing  the  creaking  door  j 
Nearer  and  nearer  draws  the  dreadful  found 
Of  rattling  chains,  that  dragg’d  upon  the  ground : 
When  lo,  the  fpedfre  came  wirh  horrid  ftride. 
Approach’d  the  bed,  and  drew  the  curtains  wide! 

In  human  form  the  ghaflful  Phantom  flood,  , 
Expos’d  his  mangled  bofom  dy’d  with  blood. 

Then  filent  pointing  to  his  wounded  breaft. 

Thrice  wav’d  his  hand.  Beneath  the  frighted  guefl 
The  bed- cords  trembled,  and  with  fhuddVing  fear. 
Sweat  chill’d  his  limbs,  high  rofe  his  briflled  hair} 
Then  mutt’ring  hafly  pray’rs,  he  roann’d  his  heart, 
And  cry’d  aloud ; Say,  whence  and  who  thou  art. 
The  {talking  ghoft  with  hollow  voice  replys, 

Three  years  are  counted,  fince  with  mortal  eyes 
I Taw  the  fun,  and  vital  air  refpir’d. 

Like  thee  benighted,  and  with  travel  tir’d. 
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Within  thefe  walls  I flept.  O thirft  of  gain!' 

See,  ftill  the  planks  the  bloody  mark  retain  j 
Stretch’d  on  this  very  bed,  from  fleep  I fiart, 

And  fee  the  ftecl  impending  o’er  my  heartj 
The  barb’rous  hoftefs  held  the  lifted  knife, 

The  floor  ran  purple  with  my  gufiiing  life. 

My  treafure  now  they  feize,  the  golden  fpoil 
They  bury  deep  beneath  the  grafs-grown  foil,. 

Far  in  the  common  fleld.  Be  bold,  arife, 

My  fteps  (hall  lead  thee  to  the  fecret  prize; 

There  dig  and  find;  let  that  thy  care  reward: 

Call  loud  on  juflice,  bid  her  not  retard 
To  puniih  murder;  lay  my  gbcfl:  at  refl:, 

So  fhall  with  peace  fecure  thy  nights  be  bleftj 
And  when  beneath  thefe  boards  my  bones  are  found; , 
Decent  interr  them  in  fome  facred  ground. 

Here  ceas’d  the  ghofl.  The  flranger  fprings  from  bed, . 
And  boldly  follows  where  the  Phantom  led ; 

The  half-worn  flony  flairs  they  now  defeend, 

Where  paffages  obfeure  their  arches  bend 

Silent  they  walk;  and  now  through  groves  they  pafs,. 

Now  through  wet  meads  their  fleps  imprint  the  grafs ; 
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At  length  anaidft  a fpacious  field  they  came: 

There  ftops  the  fpe6lre,  and  afeends  in  flame. 

Amaz’d  he  flood,  no  buih,  no  biiar  was  found, 

•0 

To  teach  his  morning  fearch  to  find  the  grounds 
'What  could  he  do  ^ the  night  was  hideous  dark, 

Fear  (hook  his  joints,  and  nature  dropt  the  mark: 

With  that  he  ftarting  wak’d,  and  rais’d  his  head, 

But  found  the  golden  mark  was  left  in  bed. 

What  is  the  ftatefraan’s  vafl  ambitious  fcheme,\ 

But  a fiiort  vifion,  and  a golden  dream?  5 

Power,  wealth,  and  title  elevate  his  hope ; , { 

'He  wakes.  But  for  a garter  finds  a rope,.  J 
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A Prude,  at  morn  and  ev’ning  prayer, 
Had  worn  her  velvet  cufhion  barej 
Upward  flie  taught  her  eyes  to  roll, 

As  if  (he  watch’d  her  foaring  foul  j 
And  when  devotion  warm’d  the  croud, 
None  fung,  or  fmote  their  breaft  fo  loud; 
Pale  Penitence  had  mark’d  her  face 
With  all  the  meagre  figns  of  grace. 

Her  mafs-book  was  compleatly  lin’d 
With  painted  Saints  of  various  kind: 

But  when  in  ev’ry  page  ihe  view’d 
Fine  Ladys  who  the  fleih  fubdu’dj 
As  quick  her  beads  fhe  counted  o’er, 

She  cry’d— "fuch  wonders  are  no  more! 


li 


She 


V 


<l  A L E S.  <55 

She  chofe  not  to  delay  confelTion, 

To  bear  at  once  a year**  tranfgreflion, 

But  ev’ry  week  fet  ail  things  even, 

And  ballanc’d  her  accounts  with  heav*n,. 

Behold  her  now  in  humble  guife, 

Upon  her  knees  with  downcafi:  eyes 
Before  the  Prieft : (he  thus  begins. 

And  fobbing,  blubbers  forth  her  finsj 

Who  could  that  tempting  man  re^i^l^ 

My  virtue  languilh’d,  as  he  kifs’di 

I ftrove, till  I could  drive  no  longer. 

How  can  the  weak  fubdue  the  dronger? 

The  Father  ask’d  her  where  and  when  ? 

How  many?  and  what  fort  of  men? 

By  what  degrees  her  blood  was  heated  ? 

How  oft’  the  frailty  was'repeated  ? 

Thus  have  I feen  a pregnant  wench 
All  flufh’d  with  guilt  before  the  bench. 

The  Judges  (wak’d  by  wanton  thought) 

Dive  to  the  bottom  of  her  fault, 
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They  leer,  they  fimper  at  her  (hame. 

And  make  her  call  all  things  by  name. 

And  now  no  fentence  he  proceeds, 
Prefcribes  how  oft*  to  tell  her  beads  j 
Shows  her  what  Saints  could  do  her  good. 
Doubles  her  fafts  to  cool  her  blood. 

Eas’d  of  her  fins,  and  light  as  air. 

Away  file  trips ; perhaps  to  prayer, , 

*Twas  no  fuch  thing.  Why  then  this  hafie?!* 
The  clock  has  firuck,  the  hour  is  paft. 

And  on  the  fpur  of  inclination, 

She  fcorn’d  to  bilk  her  affignation, 

Whate’er  (he  did,’  next  week  Ihe  came,^ 
And  pioufly  confefi:  the  fame  ; 

The  Prieft,  who  female  frailties  pity’d,. 

Firfl  chid  her,  then  her  fins  remitted. 

But  did  fhe  now  her  crime  bemoan 
In  penitential  fheets  alone  ? 

And  was  no  bold,  no  beafily  fellow 
The  nightly  partner  of  herpillowl. 
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'No,  none;  for  next  time  in  the  grove 
A bank  was  confcious  of  her  love.  ^ 

Confeffion  day  was  come  about, 

And  now  again  it  all  muft  out, 

She  Teems  to  wipe  her  twinkling  eyes, 

What  now,  my  child,  the  father  crys. 

Again,  fays  fbe!-— with  threatning  looks, 

He  thus  the  pruilrate  dame  rebukes. 

Madam,  I grant  there’s  fomething  in  it^ 

That  virtue  has  th’  unguarded  minute  j 
But  pray  now  tell  me  what  are  whores, 

But  women  of  unguarded  hours? 

Then  you  muft  fure  have  loft  all  ftiame,’ 

What  ev’ry  day,  and  ftill  the  fame. 

And  no  fault  clfe  I ’tis  ftrange  to  find 
A woman  to  one  fin  confin’d  1 
Pride  is  this  day  her  darling  paflion, 

The  next  day  flander  is  in  falbion  ; 

Gaming  fucceedsj  if  fortune  crofTes, 

Then  virtue’s  mortgag’d  for  her  lofies  5 
By  ufe  her  fav’rite  vice  (he  loaths, 

Artd  loves  new  follies  like  new  cloaths; 
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But  you,  beyond  all  thought,  unchafte, 

Have  all  fin  center’d  near  your  wafte  ! 

Whence  is  this  appetite  fb  ftrong  ? 

Say,  Madam,  did  your  mother  long  ? 

Or  is  it  lux’ry  and  high  diet 
That  won’t  let  virtue  fleep  in  quiet? 

She  tells  him  now  with  meekeft  voice,  ^ ■ - 

That  file  had  never  err’d  by  choice, 

Nor  was  there  known  a virgin  cbafter,'. 

Till  ruin’d  by  a fad  difafier. 

That  ihea  fav’rite  lap-dog  had. 

Which,  (as  (he  ftroak’d  and  kifs’d)  grew  mad  * 

And  on  her  lip  a wound  indenting, 

Firft  fet  her  youthful  blood  fermenting. 

The  Prieft  reply’d  with  zealous  fury,' 

You  ihourd  have  fought  the  means  to  cure  ye] 

DosSfors  by  various  ways,  we  find. 

Treat  thefe  diftempers  of  the  mind. 

Let  gaudy  ribbands  be  deny’d 
To  her,  who  raves  with  fcornful  pride  j 

And 
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And  if  religion  crack  her  notions, 

Lock  up  her  volumes  of  devotions; 

But  if  for  man  her  rage  prevail, 

Barr  her  the  fight  of  creatures  male. 

Or  elfe  to  cure  fuch  venom ’d  bites, 

And  fet  the  fhatter’d  thoughts  arights; 
They  fend  you  to  the  ocean’s  fliore. 

And  plunge  the  Patient  o’er  and  o’er. 

The  dame  reply’d ; alas ! in  vain 
My  kindred  forc’d  me  to  the  main; 
Naked,  and  in  the  face  of  dayi 
Look  not,  ye  fifhermen,  this  way ! 
What  virgin  had  not  done  as  I did? 

My  modeft  hand,  by  nature  guided, 
Debarr’d  at  once  from  human  eyes 
The  feat  where  female  honour  lyes, 

And  though  thrice  dipt  from  top  to  toer 
I I ftill  fecut’d  the  poft  below, 

And  guirded  it  with  grafp  fo  faft 
Not  one  drop  through  my  fingers  part; 
I Thus  owe  I to  my  bafliful  care, 

I 'That  all  the  rage  is  fettled  there. 


Weigh 


68 


r A L E S. 


Weigh  well  the  projects  of  mankind  j, 

Then  tell  me,  Reader,  canft  thou  find 
The  man  from  madnefs  wholly  free? 

They  all  are  mad  — fave  you  and  me. 

Do  not  the  ftatefman,  fop  and  wit 
By  daily  follies  prove  they’re  hit  ? 

/\nd  when  the  briny  cure  they  try’d, 

Some  part  Bill  kept  above  the  tide  ? 

Some  men  (when  drench’d  beneath  the  wave) 
High  o’er  their  heads  their  fingers  fave; 

Thofe  hands  by  mean  extortion  thrive# 

Or  in  the  pocket  lightly  dive: 

Or  more  expert  in  pilf ’ring  vice. 

They  burn  and  itch  to  cog  the  dice.’ 

Plunge  in  a courtier;  firait  his  fears 
Direft  his  hands  to  flop  his  ears. 

And  now  truth  Teems  a grating  noife, 

He  loves  the  fland’ret’s  whifp’ring  voice; 

He  hangF  on  flatt’ry  with  delight. 

And  thinks  all  fulfome  praife  is  right. 


All 


t A L E S. 


(Sp 

All  women  dread  a watry  death : 

They  (hut  their  lips  to  hold  their  breath. 

And  though  you  duck  them  ne*er  fo  long, 

Not  one  fait  drop  e*er  wets  their  tonguej 
Tis  hence  they  fcandal  have  at  will. 

And  that  this  member  ne’er  lyes,  flill. 
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B/flri?  of  the  SQUIRE. 

E C L O G U E. 


In  Imitation  of  the  V o'L.iuio  of  Virgil." 

E fylvan  Mufes,  loftier  drains  recite, 

Not  all  in  fliades,  and  humble  cotts  delight. 
Hark!  the  bells  ring}  along  the  diftant 
grounds 

The  driving  gales  convey  the  fwelling  founds } 

Th’  attentive  Twain,  forgetful  of  his  work. 

With  gaping  wonder,  leans  upon  his  fork. 

What  fudden  news  alarms  the  waking  morn? 

To  the  glad  Squire  a hopeful  heir  is  born. 

VoL.  II.  E 
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Mourn,  mourn,  ye  flags;  and  all  ye  beads  of  chafe. 

This  hour  deftruflion  brings  on  all  your  race  ; 

See  the  pleas’d  tenants  duteous  off ’rings  bear, 

Turkeys  and  geefe  and  grocer’s  fwecteft  warej 
With  the  new  health  the  pond’rous  tankard  flows, 

And  old  OBober  reddens  ev’ry  nofe.  ^ 

Beagles  and  fpaniels  round  his  cradle  fland, 

K’fs  his  moid  lip  and  gently  lick  his  hand; 

He  joys  to  hear  the  fhrill  horn’s  ecchoing  founds. 

And  learns  to  lifp  the  names  of  all  the  hounds. 

With  frothy  ale  to  make  his  cup  o’erflow. 

Barley  fhall  in  paternal  acres  grow; 

The  bee  fhall  fip  the  fragrant  dew  from  flow’rs. 

To  give  metheglin  for  his  morning  hours; 

For  him  the  cluftring  hop  fliall  climb  the  poles, 

And  his  own  orchard  fparkle  in  his  bowles. 

His  Sire’s  exploits  he  now  with  wonder  hears^ 

The  monflrous  tales  indulge  his  greedy  ears ; 

How  when  youth  flrung  his  nerves  and  warm’d  his  veins. 
He  rode  the  mighty  Nimrod  of  the  plains  ; 

He  leads  the  flaring  infant  through  the  hall. 

Points  out  the  horny  fpoils  that  grace  the  wall ; 
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Tells,  how  this  flag  thro*  three  whole  Countys  fled^ 
What  rivers  fwam,  where  bay’d,  and  where  he  bled. 
Now  he  the  wonders  of  the  fox  repeats, 

Deferibes  the  defp’rate  chafe,  and  all  his  cheats|( 

How  in  one  day  beneath  his  furious  fpeed. 

He  tir’d  feven  courfers  of  the  fleeteft  breed; 

How  high  the  pale  he  leapt,  how  wide  the  ditch,' 

When  the  hound  tore  the  haunches  of  the  * witch! 
Thefe  ftorys  which  defeend  from  fbn  to  fon, 

The  forward  boy  fliall  one  day  make  his  own.' 

Ah,  too  fond  mother,  think  the  time  draws  nigh. 
That  calls  the  darling  from  thy  tender  eye ; 

How  fliall  his  fpirit  brook  the  rigid  rules, 

And' the  long  tyranny  of  grammar  fchools? 

Let  younger  brothers  o’er  dull  authors  plod, 

Lafli’d  into  Latin  by  the  tingling  rod ; 

No,  let  him  never  feel  that  fmart  difgrace ; 

Why  thould  he  wifer  prove  than  all  his  race? 

When  rip’ning  youth  with  down  o’erfliades  his  chin^ 
And  ev’ry  female  eye  incites  to  fin ; 


^ The  moji  common  acciient  to  S^ortfmen  , to  hunt  a vjitch  in  the 
/J:Ape  of  A h»rt. 
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The  milk-maid  (thoughtlefs  of  her  future  fhame) 

With  fmacking  lip  (hall  raife  his  guilty  flame i 
The  dairy,  barn,  the  hay-loft  and  the  grove 
Shall  oft*  be  confcious  of  their  ftolen  love. 

But  think,  Frifcilldj  on  that  dreadful  time. 

When  pangs  and  watry  qualms  lhall  own  thy  crime? 
How  wilt  thou  tremble  when  thy  nipple’s  preft, 

To  fee  the  white  drops  bathe  thy  fwelling  breaft ! 

Nine  Moons  lhall  publickly  divulge  thy  Ihame, 

•And  the  young  Squire  foreflall  a father’s  name. 

When  twice  twelve  times  the  reaper’s  fweeping  hand 
With  levell’d  harvefts  has  beflrown  the  land. 

On  fam’d  St.  Hubert's  feaft,  his  winding  horn 
Shall  cheer  the  joyful  hound  and  wake  the  morn : 

This  memorable  day  his  eager  fpeed 
Shall  urge  with  bloody  heel  the  riflng  fteed. 

O check  the  foamy  bit,  nor  tempt  thy  fate. 

Think  on  the  murders  of  a five-bar  gate!  j 
Yet  prodigal  of  life,  the  leap  he  tries. 

Low  in  the  duft  his  groveling  honour  lies. 

Headlong  he  falls,  and  on  the  rugged  ftonc 
piilorts  his  neck,  and  cracks  the  collar  bone ; 
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O ventVous  youth,  thy  thirfl  of  game  allay,' 

May  ft  thou  furvive  the  perils  of  this  day  ! 

He  (hall  furvive  j and  in  late  years  be  fent 
To  fnore  away  Debates  in  Parliament, 

The  time  (hall  come,  when  his  more  folicl  fcnfe 
With  nod  important  (hall  the  laws  dlfpenfej 
A Juftice  with  grave  Ju dices  (hall  fit, 

He  praife  their  wifdom,  they  admire  his  wit. 

No  greyhound  (hall  attend  the  tenant’s  pace. 

No  rufty  gun  the  farmer’s  chimney  grace; 

Salmons  (hall  leave  their  covers  void  of  fear. 

Nor  dread  the  thievifh  net  or  triple  fpear; 

Poachers  (hall  tremble  at  his  awful  name. 

Whom  vengeance  now  o’ertakes  for  murderM  garnet 

Aflift  me,  Bacchus,  and  ye  drunken  Pow’rs, 

To  fing  his  friendfhips  and  his  midnight  hours ! 

Why  doft  thou  glory  in  thy  ftrength  of  beer^ 
Firm-cork’d,  and  mellow’d  till  the  twen-ieth  year; 
Brew’d  or  when  Phoebus  warms  the  fleecy  fign. 

Or  when  his  languid  rays  in  Scorpio  (hine. 
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^Think  on  the  mifchiefs  which  from  hence  have  fprung! 
It  arms  with  curfes  dire  the  wrathful  tongue  j 
Foul  fcandal  to  the  lying  lip  affords. 

And  prompts  the  mem’ry  with  injurious  words. 

O v^here  is  wirdora,  when  by  this  o’erpower’d  ? 

The  State  is  cenfur’d,  and  the  maid  deflower’d! 

And  wilt  thou  (till,  O Squire,  brew  ale  fo  ftrong? 

Hear  then  the  dictates  of  prophetic  fong. 

Methinks  I fee  him  in  his  hall  appear, 

Where  the  long  table  floats  in  clammy  beer, 

/Midfl  mugs  and  glafles  fl:iatcer’d  o’er  the  floor. 
Dead-drunk  his  fcrvile  crew  fupinely  fnore  j 
Triumphant,  o’er  the  proftrate  brutes  he  ftands, 

• The  mighty  bumper  trembles  in  his  hands  i 
Boldly  he  drinks,  and  like  his  glorious  Sires, 

In  copious,  gulps  of  potent  ale  expires. 
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A Town  eclogue. 
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O W twenty  fprings  had  cloath’d  the  Park 
with  green, 

Since  Lyixii,  knew  the  bloflbm  of  fifteen ; 
No  lovers  now  her  morning  hours  moleft, 
And  catch  her  at  her  Toilette  half  undreftj 
The  thund’ring  knocker  wakes  the  ftreet  no  more. 

No  chairs,  no  coaches  croud  her  filent  door  \ 

Her  midnights  once  at  cards  and  Hascard  fled. 

Which  now,  alas ! fhe  dreams  away  in  bed. 

E 4 
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Around  her  wait  Shocks,  monkeys  and  mockaws^ 

To  fill  the  place  of  Fops,  and  perjur’d  Beausj 
In  thefe  fhe  views  the  mimickry  of  man, 

And  fmiles  when  grinning  gallants  her  fan; 

When  Poll  repeats,  the  founds  deceive  her  ear. 

For  founds,  like  his,  once  told  her  Damon's  care, 
with  thefe  alone  her  tedious  mornings  pafs; 

Or  at  the  dumb  devotion  of  her  glafs, 

She  foiooths  her  brow,  and  frizles  forth  her  hairs. 

And  fancys  youthful  drefs  gives  youthful  airs ; 

With  crimfon  wooll  fhe  fixes  evVy  grace, 

That  not  a blufli  can  difcompofe  her  face. 

Reclin’d  upon  her  arm  fhe  penfive  fate, 

And  curs’d  th’  inconftancy  of  youth  too  late.’ 

O Youth  ! O fpriag  of  life  ! for  ever  loft! 

No  more  my  name  fliall  reign  the  fav’rite  Toaft, 

On  glafs  no  more  the  di’mond  grave  my  name. 

And  rhymes  raifpeH’d  record  a lover’s  flame: 

Nor  fhali  fide-boxes  watch  my  reftlefs  eyes. 

And  as  they  catch  the  glance  in  rows  arife 

With  humble  bows;  nor  white-glov’d  Beaus  encroach 

In  crouds  behind,  to  guard  me  to  my  coach. 

Ah 
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Ah  haplefs  nymph!  (uch  conquefts  are  no  more, 
For  Chloe^s  now  what  Lydia  was  before ! 

• *Tis  true,  this  Chloe  boafts  the  peaGhe*s  bloom ^ 
But  does  her  nearer  whifper  breathe  perfume  I 
I own  her  taper  ftiape  is  form’d  to  pleafe. 

Yet  if  you  faw  her  unconfin’d  by  flays! 

She  doubly  to  fifteen  may  make  pretence, 

Alike  we  read  it  in  her  face  and  fenfe. 

Her  reputation ! but  that  never  yet 
Could  check  the  freedoms  of  a young  Coquet. 
Why  will  ye  then,  vain  Fops,  her  eyes  believe  ? 
Her  eyes  can,  like  your  perjur’d  tongues,  deceive. 

What  fliall  I do  ? how  fpend  the  hateful  day  ? 
At  chappcl  fhall  I wear  the  morn  away? 

Who  there  frequents  at  thefe  unmodilfi  hours. 
But  ancient  matrons  with  their  frizled  tow’rs. 

And  gray  religious  maids?  my  prefence  there 
Amid  that  fober  train  would  own  defpair  i 
Nor  am  I-  yet  fo  old ; nor  Is  my  glance 
As  yet  fixt  wholy  to  devotion’s  trance* 

E S 
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Strait  then  Til  drefs,  and  take  my  wonted  range 
Through  ev’ry  Indim  (hop,  through  all  the  Change ; 
Where  the  tall  jarr  erects  his  coftly  pride, 

With  antick  (hapes  in  China's  azure  dy’dj 
There  carelefs  lies  the  rich  brocade  unroll’d. 

Here  Ihines  a cabinet  with  burnifli’d  gold } 

But  then  remembrance  will  my  grief  renew, 

®rwas  there  the  raffling  dice  falfe  Damon  threw } 

The  raffling  dice  to  him  decide  the  prize, 

*Twas  there  he  firft  convers’d  with  Chloe's  eyes ; 

Hence  fprung  th’  ill-fated  caufe  of  all  ray  fmart, 

To  me  the  toy  he  gave,  to  her  his  heart. 

But  foon  thy  perj’ry  in  the  gift  was  found. 

The  fhivcr’d  China  dropt  upon  the  ground ; 

Sure  omen  that  thy  vows  would  faithlefs  prove  *, 

Frail  was  thy  prefent,  frailer  is  thy  love. 

O happy  Tclh  iu  wiry  prifon  pent ; 

Thou  ne’er  haft  known  what  love  or  rivals  meanti 
And  Tug  with  pleafure  can  his  fetters  bear. 

Who  ne’er  believ’d  the  vows  that  lovers  fwear ! 

How  am  I curft  ! (unhappy  and  forlorn) 

With  perjury,  with  love,  and  rival’s  fcorn  I 

Falfe 
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Falfe  are  the  looie  Coquet*s  inveigling  airs, 

Falfe  is  the  pompous  grief  of  youthful  heirs, 

Falfe  is  the  cringing  courtier’s  plighted  word, 

Falfe  are  the  dice  when  gamefters  ftamp  the  board, 

Falfe  is  the  fprightly  widow’s  publick  tear ; 

Yet  thefe  to  Damon* s oaths  are  all  fincere. 

Fly  from  perfidious  man,  the  fex  difdaitii 
Let  fervile  Chloe  wear  the  nuptial  chain. 

Damon  is  padlis’d  in  the  modilh  life, 

Can  hate,  and  yet  be  civil  to  a wife. 

He  games i he  fwears;  he  drinks i he  fights  j he  roves? 

Yet  Chios  can  believe  he  fondly  loves. 

Mifirefs  and  wife  can  well  fupply  his  need, 

A mifs  for  pleafure,  and  a wife  for  breed. 

But  Chios’s  air  is  unconfin’d  and  gay, 

And  can  perhaps  an  injur’d  bed  repay; 

Perhaps  her  patient  temper  can  behold 
The  rival  of  her  love  adorn’d  with  gold. 

Powder’d  with  di’monds ; free  from  thought  and  care, 

A husband’s  fullen  humours  (he  can  bear. 

Why  are  thefe  fobs?  and  why  thefe  dreaming  eyes  ? 

Is  love  the  caufe  ? no,  1 the  fex  defpifej 


I hate? 
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I hate,  I loath  his  bafe  perfidious  name. 

Yet  if  he  (hould  but  feign  a rival  flame  ? 

But  Chloe  boafis  and  triumphs  in  my  pains^ 

To  her  he’s  faithful,  ’tis  to  me,  he  feigns^ 

Thus  love-fick  Lyilia  rav’d.  Her  maid  appears  y 
A band-box  in  her  fteady  hand  fhe  bears. 

How  well  this  ribband’s  glofs  becomes  your  face^. 
She  crys,  in  raptures!  then,  fo  fweet  a lace! 

How  charmingly  you  look!  fo  bright ! fo  fair ! 
fTis  to  your  eyes  the  head-drefs  owes  its  air. 

St  rait  Lydia  fmil’d  y the  comb  adjufts  her  lock^a 
And  at  the  Play-houfe  Harry  keeps  her  box. 


T H E 


r E A - 7 A B L E. 


A Town  ECLOGUE. 

DORIS  and  M E L.  A N T H E.. 

\AI NT  Jameses  noon-day  bell  for  prayers 
had  toll’d) 

And  coaches  to  the  Patron’s  Levee  roll’d, 
When  Boris  rofe.  And  now  through  all  the  . 
room 

From  flow’ry  Tea  exhales  a fragrant  fumei 
Cup  after  cup  they  fipt,  and  talk’d  by  fits, 

For  Boris  here  and  there  Mdmthe  fits. 

Boris  was  young,  a laughter-loving  dame, 

Nice  of  her  own  alike  and  others  famej 

^ Meknthe^^ 
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Meknthis  tongue  could  well  a tale  advance, 

And  fboner  gave  than  funk  a circumftance: 
Lock’d  in  her  mem’ry  fecrcts  never  dy’d; 

Doris  begun,  Mehnthe  thus  reply’d. 

DORIS. 

Sylvia  the  vain  fantaftic  Fop  admires. 

The  Rake’s  loofe  gallantry  her  bofom  fires  5 
Sylvia  like  -that  is  vain,  like  this  flie  roves» 

In  liking  them  fhe  but  her  felf  approves. 

M R L A N T H E, 

Laura  rails  on  at  men,  the  fex  reviles, 

Their  vice  condemns,  or  at  their  folly  fmiles, 
Why  fliouid  her  tongue  in  juft  refentment  fail, 
Since  men  at  her  with  equal  freedom  rail? 

DORIS. 

Laft  Ma/querade  was  Sylvia  nymphlike  feen. 

Her  hand  a crook  fuftain’d,  her  drefs  was  green  i 
An  am’rous  fhepherd  led  her  through  the  croud. 
The  nymph  was  innocent,  the  (hepherd  vow’d; 
But  nymphs  their  innocence  with  fiiepherds  truft; 
So  both  withdrew,  as  nymph  and  fnepherd  muft. 

MELANTHE. 

Name  but  the  licence  of  the  modern  ftage, 

Laura  takes  fire,  and  kindles  into  rage ; 
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The  whining  Tragic  love  flie  fcare  can  bears 
But  naufeous  Comedy  ne’er  fhock’d  her  carj 
Yet  in  the  gall’ry  mob’d,  flie  fits  fecure, 

And  laughs  at  jefts  that  turn  the  Box  demure. 

DORIS. 

Truft  not,  ye  Ladys,  to  your  beauty’s  pow’r. 

For  beauty  withers  like  a fiirivell’d  flow’r  5 
Yet  thofe  fair  flow’r s that  SyhicCs  temples  bind, 

Fade  not  with  fudden  blights  or  winter’s  wind. 

Like  thofe  her  face  defys  the  rolling  years. 

For  art  her  rofes  and  her  charms  repairs. 

MELANTHE. 

Lmra  defpifes  ev’ry  outward  grace. 

The  wanton  fparkling  eye,  the  blooming  facej 
The  beauties  of  the  foul  are  all  her  pride, 

For  other  beauties  Nature  has  deny’di 
If  affeflation  (how  a beauteous  mind. 

Lives  there  a man  to  Laur(i*s  merits  blind  ? 

DORIS. 

Sylvia  be  fure  defies  the  town’s  reproach, 

■WTiofe  Dejhabille  is  foil’d  in  hackney  coach} 

What  though  the  fa(h  was  clos’d,  muft  we  conclude^ 

That  file  was  yielding,  when  her  Fop  was  rude  ? 


M E LA 
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MELANTHE. 

Emra  learnt  caution  at  too  dear  a coft* 

What  Fair  could  e’er  retrieve  her  honour  loft? 
Secret  (he  loves } and  who  the  nymph  can  blame, 
Who  durft  not  own  a footman’s  vulgar  flame? 

D O R I S. 

Though  Laura's  homely  tafte  defcends  fo  lowj 
Her  footman  well  may  vye  with  Sylvias  Beau. 

M E L A N T H E. 

Yet  why  fhould  Laura  think  it  a difgrace, 

When  proud  Miranda's  groom  wears  Flander's  lace? 
DORIS, 

What,  though  for  mufick  Cynthio  boafts  an  ear? 
Robin  perhaps  can  hum  an  Opera  air. 

Cynthio  can  bow,  takes  fnufF,  and  dances  well, 

Robin  talks  common  fenfe,  can  write  and  (pell 5 
Sylvias  vain  fancy  drefs  and  fhow  admires. 

But  ’tis  the  man  alone  whom  Laura  fires, 

M E L A N T H E, 

Rlato's  wife  morals  Laura's  foul  improve : 

And  this  no  doubt  muft  be  Vlatonic  hytV 
Her  foul  to  gen’fous  afts  was  ftill  inclin’d ; 

What  fliows  more  virtue  than  an  humble  mind  ? 
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what,  though  young  Sylvia  love  the  Park’s  cool  (hade,! 
And  wander  in  the  dusk  the  fecret  glade? 

Mafqu’d  and  alone  {'by  chance j fhe  met  her  Spark, 
That  innocence  is  weak  which  Ihuns  the  dark. 

M E L A N T H E, 

But  Lmru  for  her  flame  has  no  pretence j 
Her  footman  is  a footman  too  in  fenfe. 

All  Prudes  I hate,  and  thofe  are  riglitly  curft 
With  fcandal’s  double  load,  who  cenfure 
DORIS. 

And  what  if  Cynthio  Sylvia's  garter  ty*d  I 
Who  fuch  a foot  and  fuch  a leg  would  hides 
When  crook -kneed  Phillis  can  expofe  to  view 
Her  gold-clock’d  flocking,  and  her  tawdry  (hoe? 

M E LA  N T H E. 

If  pure  Devotion  center  in  the  face. 

If  cens’ring  others  (how  intrinfick  grace, 

If  guilt  to  publick  freedoms  be  confin’d,  ’ 

Trades  (all  muft  ownj  are  of  the  holy  kind  ! 

DORIS. 

Sylvia  difdains  rcferve,  and  flys  conflraint : 

She  neither  is,  nor  would  be  thought  a Saint^ 


MELA 
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M B L A N T H E. 

Love  is  a trivial  paffion,  Laura  crys, 

May  I be  bleft  with  triendlhip’s  ttricler  ^yes ; 

To  fuch  a breaft  all  fecrets  we  commend  j 
Sure  the  whole  Dramng-room  is  Lumra\  fritnd, 

B O K I S, 

At  marriage  Sylvm  rails j who  men  would  trull? 
Yet  husband’s  jealoufies  are  fometiroes  juft. 

Her  favours  Sylvia  ftiares  among  mankind, 

Such  gen’rous  love  ftiould  never  be  confine. 

As  thus  alternate  chat  employ’d  their  tongue^ 
With  thund’ring  raps  the  brazen  knocker  rung, 
Laura  with  Sylvia  camej  the  nymphs  ariie: 
This  unexpedied  vifit,  Doris  crys, 

Is  doubly  kind!  Melanths  Laura  led, 

Since  I was  laft  fo  bleft,  my  dear,  fhe  faid. 

Sure  *tis  an  age!  they  fatej  the  hour  was  fetj 
And  all  again  that  night  at  Ombre  met. 


THE 
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A Town  ECLOGUE. 


SABINA.  LUCY. 

W I C E had  the  moon  perform’d  her 

monthly  race,  ^ j 

Since  firft  the  veil  o’ercaft  Sa(>ma*s  face.  I 

Then  dy’d  the  tender  partner  of  her  bed  i 

And  lives  Siihin:t  when  Fidelio^s  dead  ? 

Tidelio*s  dead,  and  yet  Sa6ina  lives.  , | 

But  fee  the  tribute  of  her  tears  fl:e  gives  j 
Their  abient  Lord  her  rooms  in  fable  mourn. 

And  all  the  day  the  glimmering  tapers  burni 
Stretch’d  on  the  couch  of  ftate  (he  penfive  lies, 

While  oft  the  fnowy  Cambric  wipes  her  eyes. 
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Now  enter’d  trufty  Lucy  knew 
To  roll  a fleeve,  or  bear  a Billet-doux ; 

Her  ready  tongue,  in  fecret  fervice  try’d, 

With  equal  fluency  fpoke  truth  or  ly’d. 

She  well  could  flufii,  or  humble  a gallant. 

And  ferve  at  once  as  maid  and  confidant } 

A letter  from  her  faithful  flays  fhe  took: 

Sabina  fnatch’d  it  with  an  angry  look, 

And  thus  in  hafly  words  her  grief  confefl. 

While  Lucy  drove  to  footh  her  troubled  bread. 

SABINA. 

What,  dill  band!  his  flame  I fcorn. 

Give  back  his  paffion  with  the  feal  untorm 
To  break  our  foft  repofe  has  man  a right. 

And  are  we  doom’d  to  read  whate  er  they  write  ? 
Not  all  the  fex  ray  firm  refolves  fhall  move. 

My  life’s  a life  of  forrow,  not  of  love. 

May  Lydia's  wrinkles  all  my  forehead  trace, 

And  Celias  palenefs  fickea  o’er  my  face, 

May  Fops  of  mine,  as  Flavians  favours,  boad. 

And  Coquets  triumph  in  my  honour  loft  i 
May  cards  employ  my  nights,  and  never  moro 
May  thefe  cur  ft  eyes  behold  a Matadore 
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Break  China,  peri(h  Shochy  die  Terroquet ! 

When  I lidelio's  dearer  love  forger. 

Tidelio's  judgment  fcorn’d  the  foppifli  train, 

His  air  was  eafy,  and  his  dreft  was  plain, 

His  words  fincere,  rcfpe£i:  his  prefence  drew. 

And  on  his  lips  fweet  converfation  grew. 

Where’s  wit,  where’s  beauty,  where  is  virtue  fled? 
Alas!  they’re  now  no  morej  Fidelio's  dead! 

LUCY. 

Yet  when  he  liv’d,  he  wanted  ev’ry  grace; 

That  eafy  air  was  then  an  aukward  pace : 

Have  not  your  fighs  in  whifpers  often  faid. 

His  drefs  was  flovenly,  his  fpeech  ill-bred  ? 

Have  not  I heard  you,  with  a fecret  tear. 

Call  that  fweet  converfe  fullen  and  fevere  ? 

Think  not  I come  to  take  Myrtillo's  part. 

Let  Chloe,  Daphne,  Doris  (hare  his  heart. 

Let  Chloe*s  love  in  ev’ry  ear  exprefs 
His  graceful  perfon  and  genteel  addrefs. 

All  well  may.  judge,  what  fhafc  has  Daphne  hit, 
Who  fuflfers  filence  to  admire  his  wit. 

His  equipage  and  liv’ries  Doris  move. 

But  Chloe,  Daphne,  Doris  fondly  love. 
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Sooner  (hall  Cits  in  fafiiions  guide  the  Court, 

And  Beaus  upon  the  bufy  Change  refort ; 

Sooner  the  nation  fhall  from  fnuff  be  freed, 

And  fop’s  apartments  fmoak  with  IndicC^  weedy 
Sooner  I’d  wifli  and  (igh  through  nunn’ry  grates, 
Than  recommend  the  flame  Sa^/na  hates. 

SABINA. 

Becaufe  fome  widows  are  in  hade  fubdu’d  j 
Shall  ev’ry  fop  upon  our  tears  intrude? 

Can  I forget  my  lov’d  FUelio’s  tongue, 

Soft  as  the  warbling  of  Italian  fong  ? 

Did  not  his  rofy  lips  breathe  forth  perfume, 
Fragrant  as  (learns  from  Tea’s  imperial  bloom? 

LUCY. 

Yet  once  you  thought  that  tongue  a greater  curfe 
Than  fquawles  of  children  for  an  abfent  nurfc. 
Have  you  not  fancy’d  in  his  frequent  kifs 
Th’  ungrateful  leavings  of  a filthy  Mifs? 

SABINA. 

Love,  I thy  pow’r  defiej  no  fecond  flame,  * 

Shall  ever  raze  my  dear  Ficlelio*s  name. 

Famia  without  a tear  might  lofe  her  Lord, 

Who  ne’er  enjoy’d  his  prefience  but  at  board. 
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And  why  flaould  forrow  fit  on  Lesb'ta'%  face? 

Are  there  fach  comforts  in  a fot’s  embrace  ? 

No  friend,  no  lover  is  to  Lesbta  dead, 

For  Lesbh  long  had  known  a fepVate  bed. 

Gufh  forth,  yc  tears  j wafte,  wafie,  ye  fighs,  my  breads 
Idy  days,  my  nights  were  by  Fidelio  bleft! 

L U C r. 

You  cannot  fure  forget  how  ott’  you  faid 
His  teaming  fondnels  jealoufy  betray’d ! 

When  at  the  Play  the  neighb’ring  box  he  tookj 
You  thought  you  read  fufpicion  in  his  look; 

Vt^hen  cards  and  counters  flew  around  the  board, 

Have  you  not  wifh’d  the  abfence  of  your  Lord  ? 

His  company  was  then  a poor  pretence,  j 

To  check  the  freedoms  of  a wife’s  expence ! 

' SABINA. 

But  why  fhould  I MyrtUlo’s  paffion  b’smc, 

Since  Love’s  a fierce  involuntary  flame  ? 

L u c r. 

Could  he  the  fallys  of  his  heart  withftand, 

Why  (hould  he  not  to  Chloe  give  his  hand? 

For  Chloe  s handfome,  yet  he  flights  her  flame; 

Laft  night  fhe  fainted  at  Sabmfdi  name. 

Why; 
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why,  Daphne t doft  thou  blaft  Sabmah  charms  \ 
Sabina  keeps  no  lover  from  thy  arms. 

At  Crimp  Myrtillo  play’d,  in  kind  regards 
Doris  dealt  love ; he  only  dealt  the  cards ; 

Doris  was  touch’d  with  fpleen ; her  fan  he  rent^ 
Flew  from  the  table  and  to  tears  gave  vent. 
Why,  Doris,  doft  thou  curfe  Sabina's  eyes  ? 

To  her  Myrtillo  is  a vulgar  prize: 


S A B I N 


Yet  fay,  I lov’d  j how  loud  would  cenfure  rail  ? 
So  fooa  to  quit  the  duties  of  the  veil ! 

No,  fooner  Plays  and  Op’ras  I’d  forfwear, 

And  change  thefe  China  jars  for  Tunbridge  warej 
Or  truft  ray  mother  as  a Confidant, 

Or  fix  a.  friendlhip  with  my  maiden  aunt  ? 
Than  till——  to-morrow  throw  my  weeds  away. 
Yet  let  me  fee  him,  if  he  comes  to-day  ! 
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Betwen  two  of  the  People  called  Quakers- 


CALEB.  T A B I T H A, 

Eneath  the  fhadow  of  a beaver  hat, 

Meek  CM^x.  a filent  meeting  fatej 
His  eye-balls  oft’  forgot  the  holy  trance,’ 
While  Tabitha,  demure,  return’d  the  glance’ 
The  Meeting  ended,  Caleb  filence  broke, 

And  Tabitha  her  inward  yearnings  fpoke. 

CALEB. 

Beloved,  fee  how  aH  things  follow  love, 

Lamb  fondleth  lamb,  and  dove  difports  with  dove 

voL.  n.  F 
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Yet  fondled  lambs  tlieir  innocence  fecure. 

And  none  can  tali  the  turtle's  bill  impure ; 

O faireft  of  our  fitters,  let  me  be 

,The  billing  dove,  and  fondling  lamb  to  thee, 

T A B I T H A, 

But»  CMt  know  that  birds  of  gentle  mind 
Eledt  a mate  among  the  fober  kind, 

Not  the  mockaws,  all  deck'd  in  fcarlet  pride, 
Entice  their  mild  and  modett  hearts  afide 
But  thou,  vain  man,  beguil’d  by  Popifti  Ibows, 
Doateft  on  ribbands,  flounces,  furbelows. 

If  thy  falfe  heart  be  fond  of  tawdry  dyes. 

Go,  wed  the  painted  arch  in  fummer  skies  j 
Such  love  will  like  the  rainbow's  hue  decay, 
Strong  at  the  firft,  but  pafleth  foon  away. 

CALEB. 

Name  not  the  frailtys  of  my  youthful  days. 

When  vice  mif-led  me  through  the  harlot's  ways  5 
.When  I with  wanton  look  thy  lex  beheld, 

And  nature  with  each  wanton  look  rebell'd  j 
Then  parti-colour'd  pride  my  heart  might  move 
With  lace ; the  net  to  catch  unhallow’d  love. 

All  fuch-like  love  is  fading  as  the  flower. 

Springs  in  a day,  and  withereth  in  an  hour ; 
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But  now  I feel  the  fpoufal  love  within, 

And  fpoufal  love  no  filler  holds  a fin. 

T A B I T H A, 

I know  thou  longeft  for  the  flaunting  maid. 

Thy  falfehood  own,  and  fay  I am  betray’d; 

The  tongue  of  man  is  bjifter,’d  o’er  with  lies. 

But  truth  is  ever  read  in  woman’s  eyes ; 

0 that  my  lip  obey’d  a tongue  like  thine ! 

Or  that  thine  eye  bewray’d  a love  like  mine  1 

CALEB. 

How  bitter  are  thy  words!  forbear  to  teaze, 

1 too  might  blame — but  love  delights  to  pleafe. 
Why  Giould  I tell  thee,  that  when  lafl:  the  fun 
Painted  the  downy  peach  of  Newington, 

Jofiah  led  thee  through  the  garden’s  walk. 

And  mingled  melting  kiffes  with  his  talk  ? 

Ah  Jealoufy  ! turn,  turn  thine  eyes  afide. 

How  can  I fee  that  watch  adorn  thy  fide  ? 

For  verily  no  gift  the  fiflers  take 

For  luft  of  gain,  but  for  the  giver’s'fake. 

T A B I T H A. 

I own,  JoJiah  gave  the  golden  toy, 

Which  did  the  righteous  hand  of  ^are  employ; 
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when  Calei>  hath  affign’d  fbme  happy  day, 

I look  on  this  and  chide  the  hours  delay  : 

And  when  Jofiah  would  his  love  purfue. 

On  this  I look  and  (hun  his  wanton  view.’ 

Man  but  in  vain  with  trinkets  trys  to  move. 

The  only  present  love  demands  is  love. 

CALEB. 

Ah  Tabithn,  to  hear  thefe  words  of  thine. 

My  pulfe  beats  high,  as  if  inflam’d  with  wine! 
When  to  the  brethren  firft  with  fervent  zeal 
The  fpirit  mov’d  thy  yearnings  to  reveal. 

How  did  I joy  thy  trembling  lip  to  fee 
Red  as  the  cherry  from  ih^Kemifh  treej 
When  Ecftafie  had  warm’d  thy  look  fo  meek. 
Gardens  of  rofes  blufhed  on  thy  cheek. 

With  what  fwect  traniport  didft  thou  roll  thine  eyes,’ 
How  did  thy  words  provoke  the  brethren’s  fighs ! 
Words  that  with  holy  fighs  might  others  move, 

But,  Tabithdi  my  fighs  were  fighs  of  love. 

T A B I T H A. 

Is  Tabitha  beyond  her  wifhes  bleft  ? 

Docs  no  proud  worldly  dame  divide  thy  breafl  ? 
Then  hear  me,  Caleb,  witnefs  what  I fpeak. 

This  folemn  promife  death  alone  can  break , 
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Sooner  I v^rould  bedeck  my  brow  with  lace. 

And  with  immodeft  fav’rites  fhade  my  face, 

Sooner  like  Bdbylon's  lewd  whore  be  drell 
In  flaring  di’monds  and  a fcarlet  vefl, 

Or  make  a curthe  in  Cathedral  pew. 

Than  prove  inconftant,  while  my  Caleb's  ixxxQl 
CALEB. 

When  I prove  falfe,  and  Tabitha  forfake, 

Teachers  fhall  dance  a jig  at  country  wake  j 
Brethren  unbeaver’d  then  (hall  bow  their  head, 

And  with  prophane  mince-pics  our  babes  be  fed. 

T A B I T H A. 

If  that  JoJiah  were  with  palTion  fir’d. 

Warm  as  the  zeal  of  youth  when  firft  infpir’dj 
In  fteady  love  though  he  might  perfevere, 

Unchanging  as  the  decent  garb  we  wear. 

And  thou  wert  fickle  as  the  wind  that  blowsi 
Light  as  the  feather  on  the  head  of  Beaus  j 
Yet  I for  thee  would  all  thy  fex  refign, 

Sifters,  take  all  the  reft — be  Caleb  mine. 

CALEB. 

Though  I had  all  that  flnful  love  affords, 

And  all  the  concubines  of  all  the  Lords, 
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Whofe  couches  creak  with  whoredom’s  finful  fliame, 
Whofe  velvet  chairs  are  with  adult’ry  lamej 
Ev’n  in  the  harlot’s  hall,  I would  not  fip 
The  dew  of  lewdnefs  from  her  lying  lip  ; 

I’d  Ihun  her  paths,  upon  thy  mouth  to  dwell. 

More  fweet  than  powder  which  the  merchants  fell  j 
O folace  me  with  kifles  pure  like  thine  ! 

Enjoy,  ye  Lords,  the  wanton  concubine. 

The  fpring  now  calls  us  forth  \ come,  filler,  comc^ 
To  lee  the  primrole  and  the  daifie  bloom. 

Let  ceremony  bind  the  worldly  pair. 

Sifters  eftcem  the  breth’rens  word  fincere* 

T A B I T H jl. 

Efpoufals  are  but  forms.  O lead  me  hencei 
For  fecret  love  can  never  give  offence. 

Then  hand  in  hand  the  loving  mates  withdraw! 
True  love  is  nature  unrejlrain’d  by  lam 
This  tenet  all  the  holy  fe6l  allows. 

So  Tahttha  took  earneft  of  a fpoufe. 
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To  my  ingenious  and  worthy  Friend- 

w- L Efq; 

Author  of  that  celebrated  treatife  in 
folio y called  the  L a n d-T ax  Bill, 

HEN  Poets  print  their  works,  the  fcrib- 
bling  crew 

Stick  the  Bard  o’er  with  Bays,  like  Chrifl^ 
mas  pew: 

Can  meagre  Poetry  fuch  fame  deierve  ? 

Can  Poetry  \ that  only  writes  to  flarve? 

And  fhall  no  laurel  deck  that  famous  head, 

In  which  the  Senate’s  annual  law  is  bred  ? 

That  hoary  head,  which  greater  glory  fires. 

By  nobler  -ioap  and  nams  true  fame  acquires^ 
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O had  I VirgiV%  force  to  fing  the  man, 

,Whofe  learned  lines  can  millions  raife  pr  ann. 

Great  L-—  his  praife  fhould  fwell  the  trump  of  fame. 
And  and  Wapntakes  refound  his  name* 

If  the  blind  Poet  gain’d  a long  renown 
By  finging  ev’iy  Grecian  chief  and  town; 

Sure  — his  profe  much  greater  fame  requires, 

Which  fweetly  counts  five  thoufand  Knights  and  Squires; 
Their  feats,  their  citys,  pariflies  and  lliires. 

Thy  copious  Preamble  fo  fmoothly  runs 
Taxes  no  more  appear  like  legal  duns. 

Lords,  Knights,  and  Squires  th’  AlTefiTor’s  power  obey. 
We  read  with  pleafure,  though  with  pain  we  pay. 

Ah  why  did  C — thy  works  defame ! 

That  author’s  long  harangue  betrays  his  name } 

After  his  fpeeches  can  his  pen  fucceed  ? 

Though  forc’d  to  hear,  we’re  not  oblig’d  to  read. 

Under  what  fcience  fhall  thy  works  be  read  ? 

All  know  thou  wert  not  Poet  born  and  bred  j 
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Or  doft  thou  boaft  th*  Hiftorian’s  lading  pen, 

Whofe  annals  are  the  A^s  of  worthy  men? 

No.  Satyr  is  thy  talent } and  each  lafli 
Makes  the  rich  Mifer  tremble  o’er  his  cafh| 

What  on  the  Drunkard  can  be  more  ftvere, 

Than  direful  taxes  on  hia  ale  and  beer  ? 

Ev’o  Button*^  Wits  are  nought  compar’d  to  thee^ 
Who  ne’er  were  known  or  prais’d  but  o’er  his  Tea, 
While  Thou  through  Britain's  diftant  ifle  lhalt  fpread, 
In  ev’ry  Hundred  and  Divifion  read. 

Criticks  in  Cla^cks  oft’  interpolate, 

But  ev’ry  word  of  thine  is  fix’d  as  Fate. 

Some  works  come  forth  at  morn,  but  die  at  night 
In  blazing  fringes  round  a tallovg'  light, 

Some  may  perhaps  to  a whole  week  extend, 

Like  S — (when  unaflifted  by  a friend) 

But  thou  fhalt  live  a year  in  fpite  of  fate: 

And  where’s  your  author  boafts  a longer  date  ? 

Poets  of  old  had  fuch  a wondrous  power. 

That  with  their  verfes  they  could  raife  a tower  j 
But  in  thy  Profc  a greater  force  is  found; 

What  Poet  ever  rais’d  ten  thoufand  pound? 
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CftdmHSt  by  fowing  dragon’s  teeth,  we  read, 

Rais’d  a vaft  army|  from  the  poys’nous  feed. 

Thy  labours,  L , can  greater  wonders  do, 

Thou  railed  armys,  and  cand  pay  them  too. 

Truce  with  thy  dreaded  pen  j thy  Annals  ceafe  j. 
Why  need  we  armys  when  the  land’s  in  peace  ? 
Soldiers  are  perfect  devils  in  their  way. 

When,  once  they’re  rais’d,  they’re  curfed  hard  to  lay^ 
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An  E L E G Y. 

Long  had  Tctnthem  felt  Love’s  fecret  fmart,’ 

And  hope  and  fear  alternate  rul’d  her  heart* 
Confenting  glances  had  her  flame  confeft. 

('ll!  woman’s  eyes  her  very  foul’s  expreft) 

Perjur’d  Alexis  faw  the  blufliing  maid, 

He  faw,  he  fwore,  he  conquer’d  and  betray’d ? 

Another  love  now  calls  him  from  her  arms. 

His  fickle  heart  another  beauty  warmsj 
Thofe  oaths  oft’  whifper’d  in  Vanthen's  earsj 
He  now  again  to  Galatea  fwears. 

Beneath  a beech  th’  abandon’d  virgin  laid. 

In  grateful  folitude  enjoys  the  (hade; 

There  with  faint  voice  Ihe  breath’d  thefe  moving  flrains>  1 
While  fighing  Zephyrs  fhar’d  her  am’fous  painr . 


Pale 
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Pale  fettled  forrow  hangs  upon  my  brow. 

Dead  are  my  charms  5 Alexis  breaks  his  vow  ! 

Think,  think,  dear  fhepherd,  on  the  days  you  knew, 

When  I was  happy,  when  my  Twain  was  true} 

Think  how  thy  looks  and  tongue  are  form’d  to  move. 

And  think  yet  more — that  all  my  fault  was  love. 

Ah,  could  you  view  me  in  this  wretched  flate ! 

You  might  not  love  me,  bat  you  could  not  hate. 

Could  you  behold  me  in  this  confcious  fhade, 

Where  firfl:  thy  vows,  where  firft  my  love  was  paid. 

Worn  out  with  watching,  fullen  with  defpair. 

And  fee  each  eye  fwell  with  a guihing  tear? 

Could  you  behold  me  on  this  raofly  bed. 

From  my  pale  cheek  the  lively  crjmlbn  fled. 

Which  in  my  fofter  hours  you  oft  have  fworn, 

With  rofie  beauty  far  out-blulh’d  the  morn } 

Could  you  untouch’d  this  wretched  objed:  bear. 

And  would  not  lofl:  Fmtheft  claim  a tear  ? 

\ 

You  could  not  fure — tears  from  your  eyes  would  fteal,. 
And  unawares  thy  tender  foul  reveal. 

Ah,  no  !“— • thy  foul  with  cruelty  is  fraught. 

No  tendernefs  didurbs  thy  favage  thought; 

Sooner  fhall  tygers  fpare  the  trembling  lambs. 

And  wolves  with  pity  hear  their  bleating  dams; 
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Sooner  (hall  vultures  from  their  quarry  fly. 

Than  falfe  uilexis  for  Panthea  figh. 

Thy  bofom  ne’er  a tender  thought  confeft,’ 

Sure  ftubborn  flint  has  arm’d  thy  crirel  breads 
But  hardeft  flints  are  worn  by  frequent  rains. 

And  the  foft  drops  difTolve  their  folid  veins i' 

While  thy  relentlefs  heart  more  hard  appears. 

And  is  not  (bften’d  by  a flood  of  tears* 

Ah,  what  is  love!  Pmtheas  joys  are  gone,> 

Her  liberty,  her  peace,  her  reafon  flown! 

And  when  I view  me  in  the  watry  glals, 

I find  Panthea  now,  not  what  fhe  was. 

As  northern  winds  the  new-blown  rofes  blafl^. 
And  on  the  ground  their  fading  ruins  caft; 

As  fudden  blights  corrupt  the  ripen’d  grain. 

And  of  its  verdure  fpoil  the  mournful  plain  5 
So  hapicfs  love  on  blooming  features  preys. 

So  haplefs  love  deftroys  our  peaceful  days. 

Come,  gentle  deep,  relieve  the fe  weary ’d  eyes, 
All  forrow  in  thy  foft  embraces  dies : 

There,  fpite  of  all  thy  perjur’d  vows,  I find 
Faithlefs  dlexis  languilhingly  kind  i 
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Sometimes  he  leads  me  by  the  mazy  ftream, 

And  pleafingly  deludes  me  in  my  dream  j 
Sometimes  he  guides  me  to  the  fecret  grove. 

Where  all  our  looks,  and  all  our  talk  is  love. 

Oh,  could  I thus  confiime  each  tedious  day, 

And  in  fweet  {lumbers  dream  my  life  away } 

But  fleep,  which  now  no  more  relieves  thele  eyes. 
To  my  fad  foul  the  dear  deceit  denies. 

Why  does  the  fun  dart  forth  his  chearful  rays  ? 

Why  do  the  woods  refbund  with  warbling  lays? 
Why  does  the  rofe  her  grateful  fragrance  yield. 

And  yellow  cowilips  paint  the  fmiling  field? 

Why  do  the  ftreams  with  murmuring  mufick  flow. 
And  why  do  groves  their  friendly  fhade  beftow  ? 

Let  fable  clouds  the  chearful  fun  deface. 

Let  mournful  filencc  feize  the  feather’d  racej 
No  more,  ye  rofes,  grateful  fragrance  yield, 

Droop,  droop,  ye  cowilips,  in  the  blafted  fields 
No  more,  ye  ftreams,  with  murm’ring  mufick  flow. 
And  let  not  groves  a friendly  (hade  beftow : 

With  fympathizing  grief  let  nature  mourn. 

And  never  know  the  youthful  fpring’s  return : 
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And  fhall  I never  more  Alexis  fee  ? 

•Then  what  is  fpring,  or  grove  or  dream  to  me? 

Why  fport  the  skipping  lambs  on  yonder  plain? 

Why  do  the  birds  their  tuneful  voices  drain  ? 

Why  frisk  thofe  heifers  in  the  cooling  grove? 

Their  happier  life  is  ignorant  of  love. 

Oh  ! lead  me  to  ibme  melancholy  cave, 

To  lull  my  forrows  in  a living  grave j 
From  the  dark  rock  where  dalhing  waters  fall. 

And  creeping  ivy  hangs  the  craggy  wall, 

Where  I may  wade  in  tears  my  hours  away, 

And  never  know  the  feafons  or  the  day. 

Dye,  dye,  Tttnthect  — fly  this  hateful  grove, 

For  what  is  life  without  the  Swain  I love? 
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An  ELEGY. 


NO  W TMus  rofe;  and  with  his  early  beams 

Wak’d  numbering  Delia  from  her  pleafing  dreams | 
Her  wiflies  by  her  fancy  were  fupp]y*d, 

And  in  her  fleep  the  nuptial  knot  was  ty*d« 

With  fecret  joy  (he  faw  the  morning  ray 
Chequer  the  floor,  and  through  the  curtains  playj 
The  happy  morn  that  (hall  her  blifs  compleat, 

And  all  her  rivals  envious  hopes  defeat. 

In  hafte  (he  rofe}  forgetful  of  her  pray  Vs, 

Flew  to  the  glafs,  and  pra£lis*d  cVr  her  airs : 

Her  new-fet  jewels  round  her  robe  are  plac’d, 

Some  in  a brilliant  buckle  bind  her  waiftj 
Some  round  her  neck  a circling  light  difplay. 

Some  in  her  hair  diffufe  a trembling  ray » 

The  fllver  knot  o’erlooks  the  Mechkn  lace. 

And  adds  becoming  beauties  to  her  face; 
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Brocaded  flow’rs  o’er  the  gay  raanteau  fliine. 

And  the  rich  ftays  her  taper  fhapc  confine i 
Thus  all  her  drefs  exerts  a graceful  pride, 

And  fportidg  Loves  furround  th’  expe(5fing  bride» 

For  Daphnis  now  attends  the  blulhing  maid. 

Before  the  Prieft  their  folemn  vows  are  paid  , 

This  day  which  ends  at  once  all  12elia*s  cares» 

Shall  fwell  a thoufand  eyes  with  iecret  tears. 

Ceafe^  Araminta,  ’tis  in  vain  to  grieve, 

Canfl:  thou  from  Hymen\  bonds  the  youth  retrieve  ? 
Difdain  his  perjuries,  and  no  longer  mourn: 

Recall  my  love,  and  find  a fure  return. 

But  ftill  the  wretched  maid  no  comfort  knowsl 
And  with  refentment  cherifhes  her  woes j 
Alone  fhe  pines,  and  in  thefe  mournful  firains. 

Of  Daphnis'  vows,  and  her  own  fate  complains,. 

Was  it  for  this  I fparkled  at  the  P//^, 

And  loiter’d  in  the  Ring  whole  hours  away? 

When  if  thy  chariot  in  the  circle  fiione. 

Our  mutual  paftion  by  cur  looks  was  known  : 

Through  the  gay  crowd  ray  watchful  glances  flew, 
Where-e’er  I pafs  thy  grateful  eyes  purfue. 

Ah 
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Ah  fahhkfs  yoHth ! too  voellyott  favo  my  pami 
For  eyes  the  Imgmge  of  the  foul  explain* 

Think,  Baphnis^  think  that  fcarcs  five  days  are  fled. 
Since  (Ofalfe  tongue!^  thofe  treach’rous  things  you  faid 
How  did  you  praife  my  fliape  and  graceful  air ! 

And  woman  thinks  all  compliments  fincere. 

Didft  thou  not  then  in  rapture  fpeak  thy  flame. 

And  in  foft  fighs  breath  Arammta*s  name?- 
Didft  thou  not  then  with  oaths  thy  paflion  prove,' 

And  with  an  awful  trembling,  fay  — » I love  ? 

Ah  faithlefs  youth ! too  mil  you  fato  my  painl 
For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain. 

How  could’ft  thou  thus,  ungrateful  youth,  deceive? 
How  could  I thus,  unguarded  maid,  believe? 

Sure  thou  canft  well  recall  that  fatal  night. 

When  fubtle  love  firft  enter’d  at  my  fight: 

When  in  the  dance  I was  thy  partner  chofe, 

Gods!  what  a rapture  in  my  bofom  rofe! 

My  trembling  hand  my  hidden  joy  confefs’d. 

My  glowing  checks  a wounded  heart  exprefs’d  j 
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My  looks  fpoke  love  j while  you  with  anfw’ring  eyes, 

In  killing  glances  made  as  kind  replies,  ^ 

Think,  Daphnis,  think,  what  tender  things  you  faid. 
Think  what  confufion  all  my  foul  betray’d  i 
You  call’d  my  graceful  prefence  air, 

. And  when  I fung,  the  Syrens  charm’d  your  earj 
My  flame  blown  up  by  flatt’ry  ftrongcr  grew» 

A gale  of  love  in  ev’ry  whifper  flew. 

Ah  faithkfs  youth!  too  roell  you  faw  my  painj 
For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain. 

Whene’er  I drefs’d,  my  maid,  who  knew  my  flame, 
Cherifli’d  my  paflion  with  thy  lovely  name  j 
Thy  piflure  in  her  talk  fo  lively  grew, 

That  thy  dear  image  rofe  before  my  view; 

She  dwelt  whole  hours  upon  thy  fhape  and  mien. 

And  wounded  Delia's  fame  to  footh  my  fpleen; 

When  fhe  beheld  me  at  the  name  grow  pale. 

Strait  to  thy  charms  flie  chang’d  her  artful  tale; 

And  when  thy  matchlefs  charms  were  quite  run  o’er, 

I bid  her  tell  the  pleafing  tale  once  more. 

Ob,  Daphnis!  from  thy  Araminta  fled! 

Oh,  to  my  love  for  ever,  ever  dead ! 


Like 
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Like  death,  his  nuptials  all  my  hope  remove. 

And  ever  part  me  from  the  mati  I love. 

Ah  faithkfs  youth  I too  mil  you  favo  wy  paitti 
For  eyes  the  Imgm^e  of  the  foul  explain. 

O might  I by  my  cruel  fate  be  thrown. 

In  fome  retreat  far  from  this  hateful  town ! 

Vain  drefs  and  glaring  equipage,  adieu! 

Let  happier  nymphs  thofe  empty  (hows  purfue. 
Me,  let  fome  melancholy  (bade  furround, 

Where  not  the  print  of  human  ftcp  is  found. 

In  the  gay  dance  my  feet  no  more  (ball  move. 

But  bear  me  faintly  through  the  lonely  grove  j 
No  more  thefe  hands  Hiall  o’er  the  fpinnet  bound. 
And  from  the  Beeping  Brings  call  forth  the  found} 
Mufick  adieu,  farewel  Italian  airs ! 

The  croaking  raven  now  (hall  footh  my  cares. 

On  fome  old  mine  loft  in  thought  I reft, 

And  think  how  Araminta  once  was  bleft} 

There  o’er  and  o’er  thy  letters  I perufe, 

And  all  my  grief  in  one  kind  fentence  lofe. 

Some  tender  line  by  chance  my  woe  beguiles. 

And  on  my  cheek  a (hort-liv’d  pleafure  fmilesj 
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why  is  this  dawn  of  joy?  flow  tears  again? 
Vain  are  thefe  oaths,  and  ail  thefe  vows  are  vain  j 
Daphnisi  alas!  the  Gordian  knot  has  ty’d, 

Nor  force  nor  cunning  can  the  band  divide. 

Ah  faithUfs  youthl  price  eyes  the  foul  explain. 
Why  knew  1 not  that  artful  tongue  could  feign  f 
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Shock’s  fate  I mourn?  poor  Shock  is  now  no  morcj 
Ye  Mufes  mourn,  ye  chamber-maids  deplore. 
Unhappy  Shock ! yet  more  unhappy  Fair, 

Doom’d  to  furvive  thy  joy  and  only  care! 

Tliy  wretched  fingers  now  no  more  fhall  deck, 

And  tye  the  fav’ritc  ribband  round  his  neck  ? 

No  more  [thy  hand  fhall  fmooth  his  gloffy  hair, 

And  comb  the  wavings  of  his  pendent  ear. 

Yet  ceafe  thy  flowing  grief,  forfaken  maid? 

All  mortal  pleafares  in  a moment  fade ; 

Oar 
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Our  fureft  hope  is  in  an  hour  deftroy’d, 

And  love,  befl:  gifc  of  heav’n,  not  long  enjoy’d, 

Methinks  I fee  her  frantick  with  delpair, 

Her  ftreaming  eyes,  wrung  hands,  and  flowing  hair? 

Her  Mechkn  pinners  rent  the  floor  beflrow> 

And  her  torn  hn  gives  real  ligns  of  woe. 

.X 

Hence  Superftition,  that  tormenting  guefl, 

That  haunts  with  fancy ’d  fears  the  coward  breaftj' 

No  dread  events  upon  this  fate  attend, 

Stream  eyes  no  more,  no  more  thy  trefles  rend.  ^ 
Tho’  certain  omens  oft  forewarn  a ftate. 

And  dying  lyons  ihow  the  monarch’s  fate; 

Why  fhould  fuch  fears  bid  CeMs  forrow  rife? 

For  when  a Lap-dog  falls  no  lover  dyes. 

Ceafe,  Celia,  ceafe ; reftrain  thy  flowing  tears,' 

Some  warmer  paflion  will  difpell  thy  cares. 

In  man  you’ll  find  a more  fubftantial  blifs, 

More  grateful  toying,  and  a fweeter  kifs. 

He’s  dead.  Oh  lay  him  gently  in  the  ground! 

And  may  his  tomb  be  by  this  vefe  renown’d.  ’ 

Here  Shock>  the  f ride  of  all  his  kind,  is  laidi 

Who  fawn'd  like  man,  hut  ne'er  like  man  betray'd.  T O 
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T O A 

IToung  Lady^  ivith  fome  Lampreys; 

WITH  lovers  *twas  of  old  the  fafhion 
By  prefents  to  convey  their  pafTion, 

No  matter  what  the  gift  they  lent. 

The  Lady  faw  that  love  was  meant. 

Fair  Atfilctntay  as  a favour, 

Took  the  boar’s  head  her  Hero  gave  heri 
Nor  could  the  briftly  thing  affront  her, 

^Twas  a fit  prefent  from  a hunter. 

When  Squires  fend  woodcocks  to  the  dame. 

It  ferves  to  fhow  their  abfent  flame: 

Some  by  a fnip  of  woven  hair. 

In  pofied  lockets  bribe  the  fair  j 
How  many  mercenary  matches 
Have  fprung  from  Di’mond-rings  and  watches! 

But  hold  — - a ring,  a watch,  a locket, 

Would  drain  at  once  a Poet’s  pocket; 

He  (hould  fend  fongs  that  coft  him  nought,' 

Nor  ev’n  be  prodigal  of  thought. 

VoL.ir.  G Wh« 
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Why  then  fend  Lampreys?  fye,  for  fhame! 

’ Twill  fet  a virgin’s  blood  on  flame. 

This  to  fifteen  a proper  gift ! 

It  might  lend  fixty  five  a lift. 

I knov/  your  maiden  Aunt  will  fcoldj 
And  think  my  prefent  fomewhat  bold. 

I fee  her  lift  her  hands  and  eyes. 

‘ What  eat  it,  Niece;  eat  Spanifh  flies! 

‘ Lamprey’s  a moft  immodeft  diet.* 

« You’ll  neither  wake  nor  fleep  in  quiet, 
f Should  I to-night  eat  Sago  cream, 

‘ *Twould  make  me  blu(h  to  tell  my  dream  ^ 

« If  I eat  Lobfter,  ’tis  fo  warming, 
f That  cv’ry  man  I lee  looks  charming; 

® Wherefore  had  not  the  filthy  fellow 
‘ Laid  Kochejler  upon  your  pillow  ? 

® I vow  and  fwear,  I think  the  prefent 
I Had  been  as  modeft  and  as  decent. 

® Who  has  her  virtue  in  her  power  ? 

I Each  day  has  its  unguarded  hour; 

AIwi 
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e Always  in  danger  of  undoing, 

« A prawn,  a Ihrimp  may  prove  our  ruin ! 


‘ The  fliepherdefs,  who  lives  on  fallad,’ 

* To  cool  her  youth,  controuls  her  palate; 
f Should  Dianas  Maids  turn  liqu’rifti  livers, 

! And  of  huge  lampreys  rob  the  rivers, 

* Then  all  befide  each  glade  and  Vifto, 

! You’d  fee  Nymphs  lying  like  Calijie. 

‘ The  man  who  meant  to  heat  youf  blood, 
I Needs  not  himfelf  fuch  vicious  focd—— 

In  this,  I own,  youf  Aunt  is  clear, 

I fent  you  what  I well  might  fpare : 

For  when  I fee  you,  (without  joking^ 

Your  eyes,  lips,  breafts  are  fo  provoking,^ 

They  fet  my  heart  more  cock-a-hoop. 

Than  could  whole  Teas  of  craw-hih  fbupe, 
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PROLOGUE. 

Defign^d  for  the  P aft  oral  ST ^agedy  i?/  D i o n e. 

There  was  atimefOh  werethofe  days  renew’d !) 

Ere  tyrant  laws  had  woman’s  will  fubdu’dj 
Then  nature  rul’d,  and  love,  devoid  of  art. 

Spoke  the  confenting  language  of  the  heart. 

Love  uncontroul’d ! infipid,  poor  delight! 
fxis  the  reftraint  that  whets  our  appetite. 

Behold  the  beafls  who  range  the  forefts  free. 

Behold  the  birds  who  fly  from  tree  to  tree; 

In  their  amours  fee  nature’s  power  appear ! 

And  do  they  love  ? Yes One  month  in  the  year. 

Were  thefe  the  pleafures  of  the  golden  reign? 

And  did  free  nature  thus  inflrud  the  Twain  ? 

I envy  not,  ye  nymphs,  your  am’rcus  bowers: 

Such  harmlefs  fwains!  -- — I’m  ev’n  content  with  ours. 
But  yet  there’s  fomethmg  in  thefe  fylvan  fcenes 
That  tells  our  fancy  what  the  lover  means ; 
i>Tame  but  the  mofly  bank,  and  moon-light  grorei 
Is  there  a heart  that  does  not  beat  with  love? 
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To-night  we  treat  you  with  fuch  country  fare. 

Then  for  your  lover’s  fake  our  author  fpare. 

He  draws  no  Hsmskirk  boors,  or  home-bred  clowns. 

But  the  foft  fhepherds  of  Arcttclieth  downs. 

When  Varh  on  the  three  his  judgment  pafs’dj 
I hope,  you’ll  own  the  fliepherd  (bow’d  his  tafte; 

And  Jove,  all  know,  was  a good  judge  of  beauty, 

Who  made  the  nymph  Calijio  break  her  duty; 

Then  was  the  country  nymph  no  aukward  thing. 

See  what  ftrange  revolutions  time  can  bring  f 

Yet  (^ill  methinks  our  author’s  fate  I dread". 

Were  ic  not  fafer  beaten  paths  to  tread 
Of  Tragedy;  than  o’er  wide  heaths  to  dray. 

And  feeldrtg  ftrange  adventures  lofe  his  way? 

No  trumpet’s  clangor  makes  his  Heroine  ftart, 

And  tears  the  foldier  from  her  bleeding  heart; 

He,  foolifh  bard ! nor  pomp  nor  (how  regards. 

Without  the  witnefs  of  a hundred  guards 
His  Lovers  (igh  their  vows.  — — if  deep  (hould  take  ye^ 
He  has  no  battel,  no  loud  drum  to  wake  ye. 

What,  no  fuch  (bifts?  there’s  danger  in’t,  ’tis  true; 

Yet  fpare  him,  as  he  gives  you  fomething  new. 
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Sweet  W I L L I A M ’i  Farewell' 
to  Black-e’fd  SUSAN. 

A BALLAD. 


I. 

All  in  the  Doxom  the  fleet  was  moor’d, 

The  flreamers  waving  in  the  wind# 

When  black- ey’d  Sufan  came  aboard. 

Oh!  where  fliall  I my  true  love  find! 

Tell  me,  ye  jovial  failors,  tell  me  true, 

If  my  fweet  William  fails  among  the  crewi 
IT. 

WiUiam,  who  high  upon  the  yard. 

Rock’d  with  the  billow  to  and  fro. 

Soon  as  her  well-known  voice  he  heard, 

He  figh’d  and  cad  his  eyes  below : 

The  cord  Aides  fwiftly  through  his  glowing  hands, 

•And,  (quick  as  lightning,)  on  the  deck  he  fiands. 

HI. 

So  the  fweet  lark,  high-pois’d  in  air, 

• Shuts  clofe  his  pinions  to  his  bread, 

(If, 
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{'If,  chance,  his  mate’s  (hr  ill  call  he  hearj 
And  drops  at  once  into  her  neft. 

The  noblell  Captain  in  the  Brit  'tjh  fleet, 

Might  envy  William's  lip  thofe  kifles  fweet. 

IV. 

O SufaUf  Sufan,  lovely  dear. 

My  vov/s  (hall  ever  true  remaini 
Let  me  kifs  off  that  falling  tear. 

We  only  part  to  meet  again. 

Change,  as  ye  lift,  ye  winds}  noy  heart  fhail  be 
The  faithful  compafs  that  ftill  points  to  thee. 

V. 

Believe  not  what  the  landmen  fay, 

Who  tempt  with  doubts  thy  conftant  mind: 
They’ll  tell  thee,  failors,  when  away, 

In  cvVy  port  a raiftrefs  find. 

Yes,  yes,  believe  them  when  they  tell  thee  fo, 

For  thou  art  prefent  whcrefoe’er  I go. 

VI. 

If  to  far  India's  coaft  we  fail. 

Thy  eyes  are  feen  in  di’monds  bright^^ 

Thy  breath  is  uifrick's  fpicy  gale. 

Thy  skin  is  ivory,  fo  white. 
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Thus  ev’ry  beauteous  objeft  that  I view, 

^akes  ia  my  foul  fbme  charm  of  lovely 

VII. 

Though  battel  call  me  from  thy  arms, 

Let  not  my  pretty  Sufm  moumj 
Though  cannons  roar,  yet  fafe  from  harms^ 
William  lhall  to  his  Dear  return. 

Love  turns  afide  the  balls  that  round  me  fly, 
Lcil  precious  tears  fliould  drop  from  Sufan's  eyCi 

VIII. 

The  boatfwain  gave  the  dreadful  word. 

The  fails  their  fwelling  bofom  fpread, 

No  longer  muft  fhe  flay  aboard  : 

They  kifs’d,  flie  figh*d,  he  hung  his  head 
Her  lefs’ning  boatj  unwilling  rows  to  land  J 
Adieu,  (he  cries!  and  wav’d  her  lilly  band. 
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THE 


LADY’S  LAMENTATION. 

A B A L L A D. 

I. 

PHYLLID  Ai  that  lour’d  to  dream 
In  the  grove,  or  by  the  ftream; 

Sigh’d  on  velvet  pillow. 

What,  alas!  fliould  fill  her  head 
But  a fountain  or  a mead,. 

Water  and  a willow  ? 

II. 

Love  in  citys  never  dwells* 

He  delights  in  rural  cells 

Which  fweet  wood-bine  covers. 

What  are  your  Ajfem&lys  then? 

There,  ’tis  true,  we  fee  more  men ; 

But  much  fewer  lovers. 

III. 

Oh,  bow  chang’d  the  profped  grows! 

Flocks  and  herds  to  Fops  and  Beaus, 

Coxcombs  without  number !' 
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Moon  and  ftars  that  fhonc  fo  bright. 

To  the  torch  and  waxen  light. 

And  whole  nights  at  Ombn\ 

IV, 

Pleafant  as  it  is,  to  hear 
Scandal  tickling  in  our  ear, 

Ev’n  oF  our  own  mothers } 

In  the  chit-chat  o£  the  day, 

To  us  is  pay’d,  when  weVe  away, 

What  we  lent  to  others. 

V. 

Though  the  fav’rite  Toafi  I reign  j 
Wine,  they  fay,  that  prompts  the  vaini 
Heightens  defamation. 

Muft  I live  ’twixt  fpite  and  fear, 

Ev’ry  day  grow  handforaer. 

And  loie  my  reputation  B 

VI. 

Thus  the  Fair  to  fighs  gave  way,’ 

Her  empty  purfe  befide  her  lay. 

Nymph,  ah  ceafe  thy  forrow. 

Though  curft  fortune  frown  to- night j 
This  odious  town  can  give  delight 
If  you  win  to*morrow< 
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D A M O N c U P I D. 

A S O NG. 


I. 

TH  E fun  was  now  withdrawn. 

The  Ihepherds  home  were  fpeds 
The  moon  W'ide  o’er  the  lawn 
Her  fdver  mantle  fpreadj 
When  D^mon  ftay’d  behind. 

And  faunter’d  in  the  grove.' 

Will  ne’er  a nymph  be  kind. 

And  give  me  love  for  love? 

ir. 

Oh!  thole  were  golden  hours. 

When  Love,  devoid  of  cares,’ 

In  all  bow’rs 

Lodg’d  fwains  and  nymphs  by  pairs!  - 
But  now  from  wood  and  plain 
Flys  ev’ry  fprightly  lafs, 

No 
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No  joys  for  me  remain. 

In  fhades,  or  on  the  grafs. 

III. 

The  winged  boy  draws  near. 

And  thus  the  fwain  reproves.’ 

While  beauty  re  veil’d  here. 

My  game  lay  in  the  groves} 

At  Court  I never  fail 

To  fcatter  round  my  arrows^ 

Men  fall  as  thick  as  hail  j 

And  maidens  love  like  fparrows^ 

IV. 

Then,  fwain,  if  me  you  need. 

Strait  lay  your  flieep-hook  down  % 

Throw  by  your  oaten  reed. 

And  hafte  away  to  town* 

So  well  I’m  known  at  Court, 

None  ask  where  Cuftd  dwells;, 

But  readily  refort 

To  or  L — — //’s,. 
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D APHNIS  WCHLOE. 

A SONG. 


r. 

DAphnts  flood  penfive  in  the  fbade^ 

With  arms  a-crofs,  and  head  reclin’d'i 
Pale  looks  accus’d  the  cruel  maid. 

And  fighs  reliev’d  his  love*fick  mind,*. 

His  tuneful  pipe  all  broken  lay, 

Looks,  iighs,  and  adlions  Teem’d  to  ^y, 

My  Chloe  is  unkind,  " 

II.  , 

Why  ring  the  woods  with  v^rbling  throats  ? 

Ye  larks,  ye  linnets  ceafe  your  ftrains; 

I faintly  hear  in  your  Tweet  notes. 

My  Chloe*s  voice  that  wakes  my  pains.* 

Yet  why  fhould  you  your  Tong  forbear? 

Your  mates  delight  your  Tong  to  hear. 

But  chloe  mine  diTdains, 

As 
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III. 

As  thus  he  melancholy  ftood, 

Dejedcd  as  the  lonely  dove  ? 

Sweet  founds  broke  gently  through  the  wood» 

I feel  the  found  j my  heart- ftrings  move, 

*Twas  not  the  nightingale  that  fung  j 
No.  *ris  my  Chloe's  fweeter  tongue. 

Hark,  hark,  what  fays  my  love! 

IV. 

How  foolifli  is  the  nymph  ('(he  crys) 

Who  trifles  with  her  lover’s  pain ! 

Nature  ftill  fpeaks  in  woman’s  eyes, 

Our  artful  lips  were  made  to  feign,’ 

O Daphnis,  Baphnis,  *twas  my  pride, 

®rwas  not  my  heart  thy  love  deny’d. 

Gome  back,  dear  youth,  again. 

V. 

As  t’other  day  my  hand  he  feiz’d, 

My  blood  with  thrilling  motion  flew. 

Sudden  I put  on  looks  difpleas’d, 

And  hafty  from  his  hold  withdrew, 

[Twas  fear  alone,  thou  Ample  fwain. 

Then  had  ft  thou  preft  my  hand  again. 

My  heart  had  yielded  too  ! 

;ris 
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VI. 

*Tis  true,  thy  tuneful  reed  I blam’d. 

That  fwcll’d  thy  lip  and  rofie  cheek; 

Think  not  thy  skill  in  fong  defam’d. 

That  lip  fliould  other  pleafures  feek: 

Much,  much  thy  mufick  I approve; 

Yet  break  thy  pipe,  for  more  I love. 

Much  more  to  hear  thee  fpeak. 

VI  r. 

My  heart  forebodes  that  I’m  betray’d, 

Daphfiis  I fear  is  ever  gone; 

Laft  night  with  Delifi*s  dog  he  play’d, 

Love  by  fuch  trifles  firft  comes  on. 

Now,  now,  dear  fhepherd,  come  away, 

My  tongue  would  now  my  heart  obey. 

Ah  Chloe,  thou  art  won  I 

VIII. 

The  youth  ftep’d  forth  with  hafly  pace,’ 

And  found  where  wifhing  Chloe  lay ; 

Shame  fudden  lighten’d  in  her  face. 

Confus’d,  fhe  knew  not  what  to  ftyi 

At  laft  in  broken  words,  fhe  cry’d ; 

. To-morrow  you  in  vain  had  try’d. 

But  I am  loll  to-day  \ 
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A 


CONTEMPLATION 

O N 

NIGHT, 

WHether  amid  the  gloom  of  night  I flrajr,' 

Or  my  glad  eyes  enjoy  revolving  day. 

Still  Nature’s  various  face  informs  my  fenfcj 
Of  an  alhwife,  all-pow’rful  Providence. 

When  the  gay  fun  firft  breaks  the  /hades  of  night,^ 

And  flrikes  the  di/hnt  eaftern  hills  with  light, 

Colour  returns,  the  plains  their  liv’ry  wear. 

And  a bright  verdure  cloaths  the  fmiling'ycar  ; 

The  blooming  flow’rs  with  op’ning  beauties  glow/ 

And  grazing  flocks  their  milky  fleeces  fhow. 

The- 
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The  barren  cliffs  with  chalky  fronts  arife, 

And  a pure  azure  arches  o’er  the  skies. 

But  when  the  gloomy  reign  of  night  returns, 

Stript  of  her  fading  pride  all  nature  mourns : 

The  trees  no  more  their  wonted  verdure  boaffi, 

But  weep  in  dewy  tears  their  beauty  loft  i 
No  diftant  landskips  draw  our  curious  eyes, 

Wrapt  in  night’s  robe  the  whole  creation  lies. 

Yet  ft  ill,  ev’n  now,  while  darknefs  deaths  the  land. 
We  view  the  traces  of  th’  almighty  hand } 

Millions  of  ftars  in  heav’n’s  wide  vault  appear. 

And  with  new  glories  hang  the  Boundlcfs  fpherc; 
The  ftlver  moon  her  weftern  couch  forfakes, 

And  o’er  the  skies  her  nightly  circle  makes. 

Her  folid  globe  beats  back  the  funny  rays, 

And  to  the  world  her  borrow’d  light  repays. 

Whether  thofe  ftars  that  twinkling  luftre  fend, 
Arc  funs,  and  rolling  worlds  thofe  funs  attends 
Man  may  conjedfure,  and  new  fchemes  declare. 

Yet  all  his  fyftems  but  conjectures  are  j 
But  this  we  know,  that  heav’n’s  eternal  King, 

Who  bid  this  univerfc  from  nothing  fpring. 


Caa 


Ij8  MISCELLANIES^ 

Can  at  his  Word  bid  numerous  worlds  appear, 

And  riling  worlds  th’all-pow’rful  Word  {hall  hear* 

When  to  the  weftern  main  the  fun  defcends. 
To  other  lands  a riling  day  he  Iends> 

The  Ipreading  dawn  another  fhepherd  fpies, 

The  wakeful  flocks  from  their  warm  folds  arife, 
Refrefh’d,  the  peafant  feeks  his  early  toil, 

And  bids  the  plough  cprred  the  fallow  foil. 
While  we  in  fleep’s  embraces  wafle  the  night, 

The  climes  oppos’d  enjoy  meridian  light: 

And  when  thofe  lands  the  bufy  fun  forfakes, 

With  us  again  the  rofle  morning  wakes  \ 

In  lazy  fleep  the  night  rolls  fwift  away. 

And  neither  clime  laments  his  abfent  ray. 

When  the  pure  foul  is  from  the  body  flown, 
No  more  lhall  night’s  alternate  reign  be  known: 
The  fun  no  more  fhall  rolling  light  beftow, 

But  from  th*  Almighty  ftreams  of  glory  flow. 

Oh,  may  fome  nobler  thought  my  foul  employ, 
Than  empty,  tranfient,  fublunary  joy ! 

The  ftars  lhall  drop,  the  fun  {hall  lofe  his  flame. 
But  thou,  O God,  for  ever  Ihine  the  fame. 


A 


MISCELLANIES. 


A 


T H O U G H T 


O N 


ETERNITT. 


' E R the  foundations  of  the  world  were  laid, 


JLa  E’er  kindling  light  th*  Almighty  word  obey’d, 
Thou  werti  and  when  the  fubterrancous  flame 
Shall  burft  its  prifon,  and  devour  this  frame. 

From  angry  heav’n  when  the  keen  lightning  flies,' 
When  fervent  heat  diflblves  the  melting  skies, 

Thou  dill  ihalt  bej  ftill,  as  thou  wert  before. 

And  know  no  change,  when  time  Ihall  be  no  more. 
O eadlefs  thought ! divine  eternity  ! 

Th’  immortal  foul  (hares  but  a part  of  theej 


For 


r4o  MISCELLANIES: 

For  thou  were  prefent  when  our  life  began, 

V/hen  the  warm  duft  Ihot  up  in  breathing  man. 

Ah!  what  is  life?  with  ills  encompafs’d  round, 
Amidil:  our  hopes,  Fate  ftrikes  the  fudden  wound  ; 
To-day  the  ftatefman  of  new  honour  dreams, 
To-morrow  death  deftroys  his  airy  fchemes  r 
Is  mouldy  treafure  in  thy  cheft  confin’d  ? 

Think  all  that  treafure  thou  mufl:  leave  behind} 

Thy  heir  with  fmiles  fhall  view  thy  blazon’d  herfe. 
And  all  thy  hoards  with  lavifh  hand  difperfe. 

Should  certain  fate  th’  impending  blow  delay. 

Thy  mirth  will  ficken  and  thy  bloom  decay } 

Then  feeble  age  will  all  thy  nerves  difarm, 

No  more  thy  bipod  its  narrow  channels  warm. 
Who  then  would  wifh  to  ftretoh.  this  narrow  fpauj- 
To  fuffer  life  beyond  the  date  of  man  ? 

The  virtuous  foul  purfues  a nobler  aim, 

And  life  regards  but  as  a fleeting  dream : 

She  longs  to  wake,  and  wiflics  to  get  free. 

To  launch  from  earth  into  eternity. 

For  while  the  boundlefs  theme  extends  our  thought. 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  rolling  years  are  nought. 


MIS  CELLANIES. 
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My  own  EPITAPH, 

Life  is  a jeft } and  all  things  fhow  it, 

I thought  fo  once}  but  now  I knq^v  it. 


D { 0 N E. 

A 


- 

\ . 


10  N E, 

A 

Paftoral  Tragedy. 

” '"■■■  ■ Sunt  numina  amanti^ 

Saevit  et  injufid  lege'  relicla  Venus. 

Tibull  Eleg.  f . Lib.  r 


Dramatis  Perfonje, 


MEN. 

Evander^-xm^tx  the  name  of  Lycidas, 
CUanthes. 

Shepherds. 

WOMEN. 

■Dkne  under  the  name  of  Akxh. 
Parthenia, 

Laura. 


Scene  ARCADIA* 


I 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

d Plain^  at  the  foot  of  a fieep  craggy  moun* 
\ tain. 


D I O N E.  L AURA. 


L AU  K A, 

J H Y dofi:  thou  fly  me  ? flay,  unhappy  fair,’ 
Seek  not  thefe  horrid  caverns  of  defpair ; 

To  tra'ce  thy  fteps  the  midnight  air  I bore. 

Trod  the  brown  defart,  and  unflielter’d 
moor:  ^ 

hree  times  the  lark  has  fung  his  matin  lay, 
nd  rofe  on  dewy  wing  to  meet  the  day, 
nee  firft  I found  thee,  ftretch’d  in  penfive  mood, 

/here  laurels  border  LaMs  filver  flood. 


voL.  n. 


H 


D I o N i; 


D I O N E. 


I4<5 

D 1 .0  N 2. 

O let  my  foul  with  grateful  thanks  o’erflow! 
kTis  to  thy  hand  my  daily  life  I owe. 

Like  the  weak  Iamb  you  rais’d  me  from  the  plain. 
Too  faint  to  bear  bleak  winds  and  beating  rain  j 
Each  day  I fhare  thy  bowl  and  clean  repaft. 

Each  night  thy  roof  defends  the  chilly  blaft. 

But  vain  is  all  thy  friendfhip,  vain  thy  care; 

Forget  a wretch  abandon’d  to  defpair. 

LAURA, 

Defpair  will  fly  thee,  when  thou  fhalt  impart 
The  fatal  fecret  that  torments  thy  heart}, 

Difclofe  thy  fbrrows  to  my  faithful  ear, 

Inftruft  thefe  eyes  to  give  thee  tear  for  tear. 

Love,  love’s  the  caufej  our  forefts  fpeak  thy  flame,' 

The  rocks  have  learnt  to  figh  Evander's  name. 

If  faultring  (hame  thy  bafliful  tongue  reflrsin, 

If  thou  haft  look’d,  and  blufh’d,  and  figh’d  in  vainj 
Say,  in  what  grove  thy  lovely  fliephcrd  ftrays. 

Tell  me  what  mountains  warble  with  his  lays  j 
Thither  I’ll  fpeed  me,  and  with  moving  art 
Draw  foft  ccnfcflions  from  his  melting  heart. 

V I 0 N 


D 1 O N E 


D I o N :e, 


Thy  gen’rous  care  has  touch’d  my  fecret  woe^  ' 
Love  bids  thefe  fcalding  tears  inceffant  flow, 
Ill-fated  love!  0,  fay,  ye  fylvan  maids. 

Who  range  wide  forefts  and  fequefter’d  Ihades, 
Say  where  Evatjder  bled,  point  out  the  ground 
That  yet  is  purple  with  the  favage  wound. 
Yonder  he  liesj  I hear  the  bird  of  prey; 

High  o’er  thofe  cliffs  the  raven  wings  hfs  way ; 
Hark  how  he  croaks ! he  fcents  the  murder  near, 
O may  no  greedy  beak  his  vifage  tear ! 

Shield  him,  ye  Cnpids  j ftrip  the  Eaphim  grove,' 
And  ftrow  unfading  myrtle  o’er  my  love! 

Down,  heaving  heart. 


LAVRA, 

‘ —"—The  mournful  tale  difclolej 

D 1 O N E. 

Let  not  my  tears  intrude  on  thy  repofe. 

Yet  if  thy  friendfhip  flill  the  caufe  requeft; 

Til  fpeak ; though  forrow  rend  my  lab’ring  fcreafl, 

H 2 Know, 


t48  D I O N E. 

Know  then,  fair  fliepherdefs  j no  honefl:  Twain 
Taught  me  the  duties  of  the  peaceful  plain  j 
Unus’d  to  fwcet  content,  no  flocks  I keep, 

Nor  browzing  goats  that  overhang  the  fteep. 

Born  where  orchommos'  proud  turrets  (bine, 

I trace  my  birth  from  long  illuftrious  line, 
why  was  I train’d  amidfl:  Court  ? 

Love  ever  revels  in  that  gay  refort. 

Whene’er  Evander  paft,  my  fmitten  heart 
Heav’d  frequent  fighs,  and  felt  unufual  fmart. 

Ah  ! hadfl  thou  feen  with  what  fweet  grace  he  mov’d  ? 
Yet  v/hy  that  wifh  ? for  L^ura  then  had  lov’d. 

LAURA, 

Difkufl:  me  noti  thy  fecret  wrongs  impart. 

jy  I O N E. 

forgive  the  Tallies  of  a breaking  heart. 

Evanderh  fighs  his  mutual  flame  confefl, 

The  growing  pafiion  labour’d  in  his  breaflj 
To  me  he  came  ; my  heart  with  rapture  Tprung, 

To  Tee  the  blulhe?,  when  his  faultring  tongue 
Firfl:  faidx J love.  My  eyes  confent  reveal, 

And  plighted  vows  our  faithful  paflion  Teal. 


Where’s 


D I O N E. 


where's  now  the  lovely  youth  ? he’s  loft,  he’s  ftaitiy 
And  the  pale  corfe  lies  breathlcfs  on  the  plain ! 

LAURA. 

Are  thus  the  hopes  of  conftant  lovers  paid  ? , 

If  thus — ye  Powers,  from  love  defend  the  maidf 

D I O N E. 

Now  have  twelve  mornings  warm’d  the  purple  eaft, 
Since  my  dear  hunter  rous’d  the  tusky  beaft  j 
Swift  flew  the  foaming  monfter  through  the  woodv 
Swift  as  the  wind,  his  eager  fteps  purfu’d : 

’Twas  then  the  favage  turn’d  i then  fell  the  youth, 
And  his  dear  blood  diftain’d  the  barb’rous  tooth. 

LAURA. 

Was  there  none  near  ? no  ready  fuccour  found  ? 

Nor  healing  herb  to  ftaunch  the  /pouting  wound? 

B I O N E. 

In  vain  through  pathlefs  woods  the  hunters  croft. 
And  fought  with  anxious  eye  their  mafter  loft ; 

In  vain  their  frequent  hollows  eccho’d  ftirill, 

^nd  his  lov’d  name  was  fent  from  hill  to  hill  j 
H 3 


Evmder 


I/O  I>  I O N E, 

Zvmder  hears  you  not.  He’s  loft,  he’s  {lain, 

And  the  pale  corfe  lies  breathlefs  on  the  plain. 

L AU  R Ai 

Haj.^et  no  clown  ('who,  wandring  from  the  ways 
Beats  ev’ry  bufti  to  raife  the  Iamb  aftray) 

Obferv’d  the  fatal  fpot  ? 

D I O N E. 

' o,  if  ye  pafs 

Where  purple  murder  dies  the  wither’d  grafs,’ 

With  pious  finger  gently  clofe  his  eyes, 

And  let  his  grave  with  decent  verdure  rife. 

LAURA, 

Behold  the  turtle  who  has  loft  her  mate ; 

Awhile  with  drooping  wing  (he  mourns  his  fate^ 
Sullen,  awhile  fhe  feeks  the  darkeft  grove, 

And  cooing  meditates  the  murder’d  dove; 

But  time  the  rueful  image  wears  away. 

Again  fhe’s  chear’d,  again  fhe  feeks  the  day.. 

Spare  then  thy  beauty,  and  no  longer  pine. 

D I O N E. 


Yet  fure  feme  turtle’s  love  has  equall’d  mine, 


Who, 


D 1 O N E. 


i/l 


Who,  when  the  hawk  has  fnatch’d  her  mate  awajs 
Hath  never  known  the  glad  return  of  day. 

When  my  fond  father  faw  my  faded  eye> 

And  on  my  livid  cheek  the  rofes  dye  j 
When  catching  fighs  my  wafted  bofom  mov’d, 

My  looks,  my  fighs  confirm’d  him  that  I lov’d. 

He  knew  not  that  Evander  was  my  ftame, 

Ev^nder  dead  ! my  pafticn  ftili  the  fame  ! 

He  came,  he  threaten’d  j with  paternal  fway 
Cleanthes  nam’d,  and  fix’d  the  nuptial  day: 

0 cruel  kindnefs  1 too  feverely  preft  1 

1 fcorn  his  honours,  and  his  wealth  deteft,^ 

L ^ U R A, 

How  v^in  is  force ! Love  ne’er  can  be  compell’d^ 

B 10  N E, 

Though  bound  by  duty,  yet  my  heart  rebell’d. 

One  night,  when  fleep  had  hufh’d  all  bufy  fpys, 

And  the  pale  moon  had  journey’d  half  the  skies  5 
Softly  I rofe  and  dreft  i with  filent  tread, 

Unbarr’d  the  gates  \ and  to  thefe  mountains  fled* 

Here  let  me  footh  the  melancholy  hours ! 

Clofe  me,  ye  woods,  within  your  twilight  bowr*s? 

H ^ iWheri 


D I O N E. 


If  2 

Where  ray  calm  foul  may  fettled  forrow  know, 

And  no  Clexitthes  interrupt  my  woe 

[Melancholy  mujick  is  heard  at  a dijlanci. 
With  importuning  love— -'-On  yonder  plain 
Advances  {low  a melancholy  train ; 

Black  Cyprefs  boughs  their  drooping  heads  adorn. 

LAURA. 

A’as ! Memlcas  to  his  grave  is  born. 

Behold  the  vidiim  of  Rartheniah  pride ! 

He  faw,  he  figh’d,  he  lov’d,  was  fcorn’d  and  dy’d, 

DIO  N E. 

V^here  dwells  this  beauteous  tyrant  of  the  plains  ? 

Where  may  I fee  her  ? 

LAURA, 

■'■■I'M  Ask  the  fighing  fwains. 

They  beft  can  fpeak  the  conquefts  of  her  eyes] 

Whoever  fees  her,  loves  j who  loves  her,  dies. 

D I O N E. 

Perhaps  untimely  fate  her  flame  hath  croft. 

And  fhe,  like  me,  hath  her  Evander  loft. 

How 


D I O N E. 


How  my  foul  pitys  her  I 

L AU  li 


*"■■■’  '■  ' - If  pity  move 

Your  generous  bofom,  pity  thofe  who  love.' 

There  late  arriv’d  among  our  fyivan  race 
A ftranger  foepherd,  who  with  lonely  pace 
Vifits  thofe  mountain  pines  at  dawn  of  day,' 

Where  oft*  Farthenia  takes  her  early  way 
To  roufo  the  chace } mad  with  his  am’rous  pain,' 

He  flops  and  raves ; then  follen  walks  again. 

FartheniiCs  name  is  born  by  paffing  gales. 

And  talking  hills  repeat  it  to  the  dales. 

Come,  let  us  from  this  vale  of  forrow  go, 

Nor  let  the  mournful  fccne  prolong  thy  woe.  [Zmmt] 


Hr 


SCENE 


J/'4  DION  E. 


* S C E N E II. 


Shepherds  and  ShepherdeJJesy  (jsrowrdd  with  garlands  of 
prefs  and  Tew)  bearing  the  body  of  Menalcas. 

ii  S H*E  P H B R D. 

Here  gently  refi:  the  corfe- — With  faultring  breath 
Thus  fpake  Menalcas  on  the  verge  of  death. 

I Belov’d  Palemony  hear  a dying  friend  j 
‘ See,  where  yon  hills  with  craggy  brows  afcend, 

‘ Low  in  the  valley  where  the  mountain  grows, 

I There  firft  I faw  her,  there  began  my  woes. 

« When  I am  cold,  may  there  this  clay  be  laidj 
' There  often  flrays  the  dear  the  cruel  maid, 
f There  as  fhe  walks,  perhaps  you’ll  hear  her  fay,' 

« (While  a kind  guQiing  tear  fliall  force  its  way^ 

‘ How  could  my  ftubborn  heart  relentlels  prove  ? 

‘ 'Vh  poor  Menalcas-^^^eW  thy  fault  was  love  ! 

^ This  and  the  folio-wing  Scene  are  fernfd  ftyon  the  novel  of 
Alaxcelia  in  Don  Quixote. 


i s UB  r- 


D I O N E. 


1 shepherd: 

when  pitying  lions  o*er  a carcafe  groani 
And  hungry  tygers  bleeding  kids  bemoan  j 
When  the  lean  wolf  laments  the  mangled  fheepj 
Then  (hall  Vanhmia  o’er  Menalcas  weep, 

1 S HE  E HER  D, 

When  famifli’d  panthers  (eek  their  morning  food, 
And  monfters  roar  along  the  defart  wood ; 

When  hiding  vipers  ruftle  through  the  braked 
Or  in  the  path- way  rears  the  fpeckled  fnakej 
The  wary  Twain  th’  approaching  peril  fpys. 

And  through  fome  dillant  road  fecurely  flys.’ 

Fly  then,  ye  fwains,  from  beauty’s  furer  woundi 
Such  was  the  fate  our  poor  Mmsdcas  found! 

a SHEPHERD, 

What  (hepherd  does  not  mourn  Idemlcas  {lain  ?■ 
Kill’d  by  a barbarous  woman’s  proud  difdain ! 
Whoe’er  attempts  to  bend  her  fcornful  mind, 

Crys  to  the  defarts,  and  purfues  the  wind.- 


s S HEP- 


D I O N E. 


1 S H B P H E R ly  . 

With  ev’ry  grace  Mendcas  was  endow’d, 

Kis  merits  dazled  all  the  fylvan  croud. 

If  you  would  know  his  pipe’s  melodious  found, 
V\sk  all  the  ecchoes  of  thefe  hills  around, 

For  they  have  learnt  his  ftrainsj  who  Ihall  rehearlc 
The  ftrength,  the  cadence  of  his  tuneful  vcrfe? 
Go,  read  thofe  lofty  poplars  j there  you’ll  find- 
Some  tender  fonoet  grow  on  ev’ry  rind. 

2 SHEFHERBi 

Yet  what  avails  his  skill  ? Tarthnia  flies. 

Can  merit  hope  fuccefs  in  woman’s  eyes  ? 

r shepherd: 

Why  was  Parthenk  form’d  of  fofteft  mould  ? 
^'hy  does  her  heart  fuch  favage  nature  hold  ? 

O ye  kind  gods!  or  all  her  charms  efface. 

Or  tame  her  heart. — fo  fpare  the  fhepherd  race. 

2 shepherd. 

As  fade  the  flowers  which  on  the  grave  I caftr 
So  may  Pmhenids  ‘tranfient  .beauty  wafle  \ 


i S H E 


B 1 O N E.  is7 

I S H H B R D. 

What  woman  ever  counts  the  fleeting  years. 

Or  fees  the  wrinkle  which  her  forehead  wearsf 
Thinking  her  feature  never  fhall  decay. 

This  Twain  (he  fcorns,  from  that  (he  turns  away^ 

But  know,  as  when  the  role  her  bud  unfolds, 

Awhile  each  breaft  the  Ihort-liv’d  fragrance  holds  ^ 

When  the  dry  (talk  lets  drop  her  (hri veil’d  pride. 

The  lovely  ruin’s  ever  thrown  afide» 

So  (hall  Parthenia  be» 


z S H B P HER  XJi 
— See,  (he  appears. 

To  boaft  her  fpoils,  and  triumph  in  our  tears. 


SCENE  IIL 

Parthenia  appears  from  the  mountain. 

P A R T H B N I A.  SHEPHERDS.- 

I S H B P R B R jy. 

Why  this  way  doft  thou  turn  thy  baneful  eyes,^ 
Pernicious  Bafilisk  ? Lo ! there  he  lies, 


Thsrs 


D I 0 N E. 


There  lies  the  youth  thy  curfed  beauty  flew; 

See,  at  thy  prefence,  how  he  bleeds  anew! 

Look  down,  enjoy  thy  murder.  ~ 

P A R T H E N I a: 

■ ■i.in.— I . I II  — — 5pare  my  fame; 

I come  to  clear  a virgin’s  injur’d  name. 

If  I’m  a Bafilisk,  the  danger  fly, 

Shun  the  fwift  glances  of  my  venom’d  eye ; 

If  I’m  a murd’rer,  why  approach  ye  near, 

And  to  the  dagger  lay  your  bofom  bare  ? 

I SHEPHERD. 

What  heart  is  proof  againft  that  face  divine  f 
Love  is  not  in  our  power. 

T A R»T  H E H I A. 

^ ^ Is  love  in  mine? 

If  e’er  I trifled  with  a Ihepherd’s  pain. 

Or  with  falfe  hope  his  paflion  ftrove  to  gain ; 

Then  might  you  juftly  curfe  my  favage  mind,' 
Then  might  you  rank  me  with  the  ferpent  kind; 


But 


D I O N E. 


But  I ne*er  trifled  with  a fliepherd’s  pain. 

Nor  with  falie  hope  his  paflion  ftrove  to  gain 
*Tis  to  his  rafli  purfuit  he  owes  his  fate, 

I was  not  cruel  i he  was  obftinate. 


H £ P H E S,  D. 


Hear  this,  ye  fighing  flief?ierds,  and  defpair. 

Unhappy  Lyc'tdas,  thy  hour  is  near  ! • 

Since  the  fame  barb’rous  hand  hath  fign’d  thy  doons," 
We’ll  lay  thee  in  our  lov’d  Mmcdcas'  tomb. ' 


PAKTHEifllui. 

Why  will  intruding  man  my  peace  deftroy  f 
Let  me  content,  and  folitude  enjoy  i • 

Free  was  I born,  my  freedom  to  maintain,' 

Early  I fought  the  unambitious  plain. 

Moft  women’s  weak  refolvcs  like  reeds,  will  plyi 
Shake  with  each  breath,  and  bend  with  ev’ry  figh  j 
Mine,  like  an  oak,  whofe  firm  roots  deep  defcend, 

No  breath  of  love  can  fhake,  no  figh  can  bend, 

If  ye  unhappy  Lycidas  would  fave; 

Go  feek  him,  lead  him  to  Menalcas*  grave  j 
Forbid  his  eyes  with  flowing  grief  to  rain,’ 

Like  him  Memlms  wept,  but  wept  in  vain  5 

Bid 


16® 


D I O N E, 


Bid  him  his  heart- confuming  groans  give  o*er; 
Tell  him,  I heard  fuch  piercing  groans  before. 
And  heard  unmov’d.  O Lycidast  be  wife. 
Prevent  thy  fate, — -Lo  ! there  Memlcas  lies. 


i S H E P H 


Now  all  the  melancholy  rites  are  pHHT 
And  o’er  his  grave  the  weeping  marble  laid ; 

Let’s  feek  our  charge j the  flocks  difperfing  wide," 

Whiten  with  moving  fleece  the  mountain’s  fide. 

Truft  not,  ye  fwains,  the  lightning  of  her  eye. 

Left  ye  like  him,  Iho’uld  love,  defpair,  and  dye. 

[Exeunt  Shepherds,  (^c.  Parthenia  remains  in  a mekn*‘ 
My  pfiure  looking  on  the  grave  o/Menalcas, 


Enter  Lycidas. 


S G E N-  E 


D I O N E.  i6t 


SCENE  IV. 


L r C I B A S.  FARTHENI  A. 

\ r c I Jy  A s, 

when  (hall  my  fteps  have  reft?  through  alt  the  v/ood, 
And  by  the  winding  banks  of  Ladon's  flood 
I fought  my  love.  O fay,  ye  skipping  fawns, 

(Who  range  entangled  (hades  and  daify’d  lawns) 

If  ye  have  feen  her ! fay,  ye  warbling  race, 

('Who  meafure  on  fwifc  wing  th’  aerial  fpace. 

And  view  below  hills,  dales,  and  diftant  fliores ) 

Where  (hall  I find  her  whom  my  foul  adores  ! 


SCENE  V. 


LX  C I J>A  S.  FARTHEniA.  B 1 O Xi  El 
LAURA, 

[Dione  and  Laura  at  a djfiamf* 
L rc  1 B A s. 

what  do  I fee?  no.  Fancy  mocks  my  eyes, 

And  bids  the  dear  deluding  vifion  rife. 

Tis 


D I O N E. 


i6z 

®Tis  flic.  My  fpringing  heart  her  prefence  feels.' 

See,  proftrate  LycUas  before  thee  kneels. 

[Kneeling  /b  Parthenia* 
Why  will  VurtheniA  turn  her  face  away? . 

FjIRTHENIJ, 

y/ho  calls  Parthenia  ? hah  ! 

[She  Jlarts  from  her  melmcholy  j and  feeing  Lyddill 
fiys  into  the  mod, 

L YC  I B A S, 

7 . stay^  virgin,  ftay^ 

O wing  ray  feet,  kind  Love.  See,  fee,  Ihe  bounds,' 

Fleet  as  the  mountain  roe,  when  preft  by  hounds. 

[He  purfues  her,  Dione  faints  in  the  arms  of  Laura? 

LAURA, 

What  means  this  trembling  ? all  her  colour  flies,' 

And  life  is  quite  unftrung.  Ah!  lift  thy  eyes. 

And  anfwer  me  i fpeak,  fpeak,  ’tis  Laura  calls. 

Speech  has  forfook  her  lips. She  faints,  flie  fallsl 

Fan  her,  ye  Zephyrs,  with  your  balmy  breath. 

And  bring  her  quickly  from  the  fliades  of  death : 

Blow, 


D 1 O N E. 
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Blow,  ye  cool  gales.  See,  fee,  the  forefl:  (hakes 
With  coming  winds ! (he  breaths,  (he  moves,  (he  wakes, 

D 7 O N E. 

Ah  falfe  'Evmder! 

LAVRA. 

— r.,  Calm  thy  fobbing  brea(l.’ 

Say,  what  new  forrow  has  thy  heart  oppreil, 

D 7 0 N E. 

Did  ft  thou  not  hear  his  fighs  and  fuppliant  tone? 

Didft  thou  not  hear  the  pitying  mountain  groan  \ 

Didft  thou  not  fee  him  bend  his  fuppliant  knee? 

Thus  in  my  happy  days  he  knelt  to  me. 

And  pour’d  forth  aH  his  foul ! fee  how  he  ftrains," 

And  leflens  to  the  fight  o’er  yonder  plains 
To  keep  the  fair  in  view ! run,  virgin,  run, 

Hear  not  his  vowsj  I heard,  and  was  undone! 

LAURA. 

Let  not  imaginary  terrors  fright. 

Some  dark  delufion  fwims  before  thy  fight' 

I faw  Varthmiii  from  the  mountain’s  brow, 

And  Lycid(is  with  proftrate  duty  bow  j 


Swift,' 


154 


D I O N E, 


Swift,  as  on  faulcon’s  wing,  I faw  her  fly, 

And  heard  the  cavern  to  his  groans  reply. 

Why  ftream  thy  tears  for  forrows  not  thy  own? 

T>  I O N E. 

Oh!  Where  are  honour,  faith,  and  juflicc  flown? 

Perjur’d  Evander! 

LAURA. 

^ I Death  has  laid  him  low,"' 

Touch  not  the  mournful  firing  that  wakes  thy  woe. 

B I O N E. 

That  am’fous  Twain,  whom  LycUas  you  name, 

(Whofe  fakhlefs  bofom  feels  another  flamed 
Is  my  once  kind  Evander — yes — ■ ’twas  he. 

He  lives.-*- but  lives,  alas ! no  more  for  me, 

LAURA. 

Let  not  thy  frantick  words  confefs  defpair. 

B I O N E. 

What,  know  I not  his  voice,  his  mien,  his  air  ? 

Yes 


D I O N E. 


i6f 

Yes,  I that  treach’rous  voice  with  joy  believ’d, 

That  voice,  that  mien,  that  air  my  foul  deceiv’d. 

If  ray  dear  Ihepherd  love  the  lawns  and  glades. 

With  him  I’ll  range  the  lawns  and  feck  the  fhades,' 

With  him  through  folitary  defarts  rove. 

But  could  he  leave  me  for  another  love  ? 

O bafe  ingratitude! 

LAURA, 

, . Sulpend  thy  grief. 

And  let  my  friendly  counfel  bring  relief 
To  thy  defponding  foul.  Parthema*s  ear 
Is  barr’d  for  ever  to  the  lover’s  prayerj 
Evander  courts  difdain,  he  follows  fcorn, 

And  in  the  paiTing  winds  his  vows  are  born.' 

Soon  will  he  find  that  all  in  vain  he  drove 
To  tame  her  bofom  ; then  his  former  love 
Shall  wake  his  foul,  then,  will  he  fighing  blame 
His  heart  inconftant  and  his  perjur’d  flame  : 

Then  fhall  he  at  Dionds  feet  implore. 

Lament  his  broken  faith,  and  change  no  more. 

D I O N E. 

Perhaps  this  cruel  nymph  well  knows  to  feign 
Forbidding  fpeech,  coy  looks,  and  cold  difdain, 

Tt 


D I 0 N E. 
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To  raiie  his  paffion.  Such  are  female  arts. 

To  hold  ia  fafer  fnares  inconftant  hearts’ 

LAURA, 

bread  is  fteei’d  with  real  fcorn. 

B I O N E, 

And  dod  thou  think  Evmier  will  return  ? 

LAURA. 

Forgo  thy  fex,  lay  all  thy  robes  afide. 

Strip  off  thefe  ornaments  of  female  pride; 

The  (hepherd’s  ved  mud  hide  thy  graceful  air, 
With  the  bold  manly  dep  a Avain  appear; 

Then  with  Evmder  may’d  thou  rove  unknown, 
Then  let  thy  tender  eloquence  be  diown ; 

Then  the  new  fury  of  his  heart  controul. 

And  with  I)ione*s  fufferings  touch  his  foul. 

B 2 O N E. 

Sweet  as  refrefhing  dews,  or  fummer  fhowers 
To  the  long  parching  third  of  drooping  flowers; 
Grateful  as  fanning  gales  to  fainting  fwains. 

And  foft  as  trickling  balm  to  bleeding  pains. 


Such 


D I O N E. 
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Such  are  thy  words.  The  fex  (hall  be  refign’d, 

No  more  fliall  breaded  gold  thefe  trcffes  bind; 

The  Ihepherd’s  garb  the  woman  (hall  difguife. 

If  he  has  loft  all  love,  may  friendfhip’s  tyes 
Unite  me  to  his  heart ! 

LAURA, 

Go,profp*rous  maid^ 

May  fmiling  love  thy  faithful  wilhes  aid. 

Be  now  Alexis  call’d.  With  thee  Til  rove. 

And  watch  thy  wand’rer  through  the  mazy  grove; 
Let  me  be  honour’d  with  a lifter’s  name  ; 

For  thee,  I feel  a more  than  lifter’s  flame. 

D I O N B, 

Perhaps  my  fliepherd  has  outftripther  hafte. 

Think’ft  thou,  when  out  of  light,  Ihe  flew  Co  faft? 
One  fudden  glance  might  turn  her  favage  mind ; 
May  Ihe  like  Daphne  fly,  nor  look  behind, 

Maintain  her  fcorn,  his  eager  flame  delpife. 

Nor  view  Lvander  with  Diene's  eyes ! 


ACT 


A C T ir.  S G E N E I. 

Lycidas  lying  on  the  grave  of  Menalcas, 

L Y C I B A S. 

HEN  (hall  thefe  fcalding  fountains  ceafe  •' 
to  flow  ? 

How  long  will  life  fuftain  this  load  of  woe  ? 
Why  glows  the  morn?  roll  back,  thou 
fource  of  light, 

And  feed  my  fbrrows  with  eternal  night.  j 

Come,  fable  Death  1 give,  give  the  welcome  flrokej 
The  raven  calls  thee  from  yon*  blafted  oak.  j 

What  pious  care  my  ghaflful  lid  (hall  clofe? 

What  decent  hand  my  frozen  limbs  compofe  ? 

O happy  fliepherd,  free  from  anxious  pains. 

Who  now  art  wandring  in  the  fighing  plains 

Of  bleft  Blyfium  5 where  in  myrtle  groves  ! 

Enamour’d  ghofts  bemoan  their  former  loves* 


Open, 


D I O N E. 
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Open,  thou  filent  grave  j for  lo!  I come 
To  meet  Mendcas  in  the  fragrant  gloom  i 
There  (hall  my  bofom  burn  with  friend  (hip’s  flame, 

The  fame  our  paflion,  and  our  fate  the  fame; 

There,  like  two  nightingales  on  neighb’ring  boughs. 
Alternate  ftrains  (hall  mourn  our  fruftrate  vows. 

But  if  cold  Death  (hould  clofe  Parthenids  eye, 

And  (hould  her  beauteous  form  come  gliding  byj 
Friend  (hip  would  foon  in  jealous  fear  be  loft. 

And  kindling  hate  purfue  thy  rival  ghoft. 


SCENE  II. 


L X C 1 D A S,  D I O N E in  a Jhepherds  habit* 
L Y C I DA  S. 

Hah!  who  comes  here?  turn  hence,  be  timely  wifej^ 
Truft  not  thy  fafety  to  Parthenids  eyes. 

As  from  the  bearing  faulcon  flies  the  dove. 

So,  wing’d  with  fear,  Parthenia  flies  from  love. 


VOL.  II, 


I 


D 10  ^ E* 


D I O N E. 


D 1 O N 

If  ill  thefe  vales  the  fatal  beauty  ftray, 

..  From  the  cold  marble  riCp ; Iet*s  haflte  away. 

Why  lye  you  panting,  like  the  fmitten  deer? 

Trull  not  the  <Jangers  which  you  bid  me  fcar^ 

L r C I B A S. 

Hid  the  lur’d  lark,  whom  tangling  nets  furprile,’ 

On  foaring  pinion  rove  the  fpacious  skies; 

Bid  the  cag’d  linnet  range  the  leafy  grove; 

Then  bid  my  captive  heart  get  loole  from  love^ 

The  fnares  of  death  are  o’er  me.  Hence;  beware  ; 

Left  you  Ihould  fee  her,  and  like  me  defpair. 

D I O N E. 

Ko.  Let  her  come;  and  feck  this  vale’s  recefs,’ 

In  all  the  beauteous  negligence  of  drefs; 

Though  Cupid  fend  a fhafc  in  ev’ry  glance. 

Though  all  the  Graces  in  her  ftep  advance, 

My  heart  can  ftand  it  all.  Be  firm,  my  bread; 

Th’  enfnaring  oath,  the  broken  vow  deteft : 

That  flame,  which  other  charms  have  power  to  move^ 
O ^ive  it  not  the  facred  name  of  love! 

’Tis 


D I O N E, 
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*Tis  perj’ry,  fraud,  and  meditated  lies. 

Lo\re’s  feated  in  the  foul,  and  never  dies.' 

What  then  avail  her  charms?  my  conftant  heart 
Shall  gaze  fecure,  and  mock  a fecond  dart. 

L X C I B A S, 

But  you  perhaps  a happier  fate  have  found. 

And  the  fame  hand  that  gave,  now  heals  the  wound  j 
Or  art  thou  left  abandoned  and  forlorn, 

A wretch,  like  me,  the  fport  of  pride  and  fcorn  ? 

D I O N E, 

O tell  me  fhepherd,  hath  thy  faithlefs  maid 
Falfe  to  her  vow  thy  flatter*d  hope  betray’d  7 
Did  her  fmooth  Ipeech  engage  thee  to  believe? 

Did  fhc  protcfl:  and  fwear,  and  then  deceive  ? 

Such  are  the  pangs  I feel! 

L r C I B A S. 

' ■ —The  haughty  fair 

Contemns  my  fuff ’rings,  and  difdains  to  hear. 

Let  meaner  Beauties  learn’d  in  female  fnares 
Entice  the  fwain  with  half-confenting  airsj 

I a Sac5 
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D I O N E. 


Such  vulgar  arts  ne’er  aid  her  conquering  cyesi 
And  yet,  where* e’er  flie  turns,  a lover  fighs. 

Vain  is  the  fteady  conftancy  you  boaft  j 
Ail  other  love  at  light  of  her  is  loft. 

D I O N E. 

True  conllancy  no  time  no  power  can  move. 

He  that  hath  known  to  change,  ne’er  knew  to  lovei 
Though  the  dear  author  of  my  haplefs  flame 
Purfue  another  i ftill  my  heart’s  the  fame. 

Am  I for  ever  left  ? (excufe  thefe  tears) 

May  your  kind  friendlhip  foften  all  my  cares ! 

LT  C 1 D A S. 

[What  comfort  can  a wretch,  like  me,  beftow? 

D I O N E. 

Be  heft  can  pity  who  hath  felt  the  woe. 

L Y C I D A S. 

Since  dift’rent  obje^s  have  our  fouls  pofieft. 

No  rival  fears  our  friendlhip  fliall  moleft. 

D I O N E. 

Come,  let  us  leave  the  fhade  of  thefe  brown  hills, 
And  drive  our  flocks  befide  the  fteaming  rills. 


Should 


D I O N E. 


t7S 


Should  the  fair  tyrant  to  thefe  vales  return, 
How  would  thy  breaft  with  double  fury  burn  i 
Go  hence,  and  feek  thy  peace. 


SCENE  III. 


L r C J D A s.  D I O N E,  LAURA, 

LAURA, 

■ ■■■■■'■■ — - — Fly,  fly  this  place  ? 

Beware  of  love?  the  proudeft  of  her  race 
This  way  approaches : from  among  the  pines. 

Where  from  the  fteep  the  winding  path  decliner^ 

I faw  the  nymph  defeend. 

L r C I D A S. 

> ■ — ■ii.i.  She  comes,  flie  comes  j 

From  her  the  pafling  7.ephyrs  fteal  perfumes. 

As  from  the  vi’let*s  bank  ? with  odours  fweet 
Breaths  ev’ry  gale?  fpring  blooms  beneath  her  feet; 

I 5 . YesI 


174  DION  E , 

Yes,  *£is  my  faireft  j here  fhe’s  wont  to  rove. 
LAURA. 

Say,  by  what  figns  I might  have  known  thy  Lovrf 
L YC  I D A $. 

My  Love  is  faker  than  the  fnowy  breaft 
Of  the  tall  fwan,  whofe  proudly-fwclling  cheft 
Divides  the  wave } her  treifes  loofe  behind, 

Play  on  her  neck,  and  wanton  in  the  wind  j 
The  riling  bluflies,  which  her  cheek  o*eripreadj' 

Are  op’ning  rofes  in  the  ]illy*s  bed. 

Know’ft  thou  VmhiniAf 

LAURA. 

— " Wretched  is  the  Have 

Who  ferves  Tuch  pride!  behold  Memlcas'  gravel 
Yet  if  Alexis  and  this  fighing  Twain 
Wifli  to  behold  the  Tyrant  of  the  plain, 

Let  us  behind  thefe  myrtle’s  twining  arms 
Retire  unfeen  j from  thence  furvey  her  charms. 

Wild  as  the  chaunting  thrufli  upon  the  fpray, 

At  man’s  approach  (he  fwiftly  flies  away. 


Like 


D I O N E. 
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Like  the  young  hare,  I’ve  feen  the  panting  maid 
Stop,  liften,  run  \ of  ev’ry  wind  afraid.  - 

L r C I D ^ S. 

And  wilt  thou  never  from  thy  vows  depart  ? 

Shepherd,  beware now  fortifie  thy  heart.  [To  Dlonei 


[Lycidas,  Dione,  and  Laura  retire  behind  the  bough r 


SCENE  IV. 


LTClTtAS.  D I O iT  Ei 
LAURA,  , 

TARTHZNIA, 

This  melancholy  fcene “demands  a groan. 

Hah!  what  iofcription  marks  the  weeping  done? 

O pow^r  of  beauty ! here  Menalcas  lies. 

Gaae  not,  ye  Jhepherds,  on  Parthenia’/  eyes. 

Why  did  heav’n  form  me  with  fuch  polifh’d  care? 

Why  caft  my  features  in  a mold  fo  fair? 

If  blooming  beauty  was  a blefling  meant. 

Why  are  my  fighing  hours  deny’d  content? 

I 4 Thd 


D I O N E. 


Ij6 

The  downy  peach,  that  glows  with  funny  dyes. 

Feeds  the  black  fnail,  and  lures  voracious  flies  j 
The  juicy  pear  invites  the  feather’d  kind» 
pecking  finches  fcoop  the  golden  rindj 
But  beauty  fuflers  more  pernicious  wrongs, 

Blafled  by  envy,  and  cenforious  tongues. 

How  happy  lives  the  nymph,  whole  comely  face 
And  pleaiing  glances  boaft  fufficient  grace 
To  Wound  the  Twain  fhe  loves!  no  jealous  fears 
Shall  vex  her  nuptial  flate  with  nightly  tears. 

Nor  am’rous  youths,  to  pu(h  their  foul  pretence, 

Infell  her  days  with  dull  impertinence. 

But  why  talk  I of  love  ? my  guarded  heart 
Di Towns  his  power,  and  turns  afide  the  dart. 

Hark!  from  his  hollow  tomb  Menalcas  crys, 

Gaz^e  not,  ye  floepherds,  on  Parthenia’^  eyes. 

Come,  Lycidas,  the  mournful  lay  perufe. 

Left  thou,  like  him,  Vmhenieds  eyes  accufe, 

[she  ftmds  in  a melmcholy  poflure,  looking  on  the  tomb, 

L r c I D A S. 

Call’d  (he  not  Lycidas  ? — I come,  my  fair; 

See  gen’rous  pity  melts  into  a tear. 

And 
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DION  E. 

And  her  heart  foftens.  Now’s  the  tender  houri 
AfTift  me,  Love,  exert  thy  fov’raign  power 
To  tame  the  fcornful  maid. 

D 10  N E. 

— Rafh  Twain,  be  wifer 

’Tis  not  from  thee  or  him,  from  love  flie  flics. 

Leave  her,  forget  her,  [They  hold  LycidasJ- 

LAURA. 

, . ■■■■■  . \yhy  this  furious  hafle? 

L rc  I D A S. 

Unhand  me } loofe  me. 

DION  e: 

: Sifter,  hold  him  fafla- 

To  follow  her,  is,  to  prolong  defpair,. 

Shepherd,  you  mufl  not  go. 

L r C I D A Si' 

Bold  youth,  forbear;^ 

Hear  me,  Farthenia. 

I J 


I.AR^ 
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D I O N E, 


TARTHnNIA. 

I From  behind  the  fhade 

Methought  a voice  fome  lift’nin^  fpy  betray’d. 

,Yes,  I’m  obferv’d.  [She  runs  om\ 

L Y C I k A S. 

Stay,  nymph ; thy  flight  fufpend. 

^ She  hears  me  not — when  will  my  forrows  end ! 

As  over-fpent  with  toil,  my  heaving  bread 
Beats  quick.  ’Tis  death  alone  can  give  me  reft. 


[He  remains  in  a fixt  melmchoh] 


SCENE  V. 

IT  C in  A S.  UJONB.  LAURA. 
LAURA. 


, ^^ecall  thy  fcattcr’d  fenfe,  bid  reafbn  wake. 

Subdue  thy  paffion. 

LYCIDAS, 

li  ‘ I iwi—'  Shall  I never  Ipeak  ? 

She's 


JO  r 0 N E. 

She’s  gone,  (he’s  gone.-— Kind  fhepherd,  let  mere! 
My  troubled  head  upon  thy  friendly  bread. 

The  foreft  feems  to  move.-^— O curfed  ftatel 
I doom’d  to  love,  and  Ihe  condemn’d  to  hate ! 

Tell  me,  Alexis^  art  thou  dill  the  fame  ? 

Did  not  her  brighter  eyes  put  out  the  flame 
Of  thy  firft  love  ? did  not  thy  flutt’ring  heart. 
Whene’er  {he  rais’d  her  look,  confefs  the  dart? 

n I O N E. 

I own  the  nymph  is  faired  of  her  race^ 

Yet  I unmov’d  can  on  this  beauty  gaze,. 

Mindful  of  former  promifej  all  that’s  dear," 

My  thoughts,  my  dreams  j my  ev’ry  wifh  is  therei. 
Since  then  our  hopes  are  lodj  let  friendfliip’s  tye.^- 
Calm  our  diflrefs,  and  flighted  love  fupply  j 
Let  us  together  drive  our  fleecy  dore,  . 

And  of  ungrateful  woman  think  no  more.'- 

L TC  I D AS, 

’Tis  death  alone  can  rafe  her  from  my  breads . 

! 

LAURA, 

Why  Ihines  thy  love  fo  far  above  the  red  ? 


t7S> 


Natufci 


D I O N E. 


l§o 

Nature,  \is  true,  in  ev’ry  outward  grace, 

f 

Her  niceft  hand  employ’d  j her  lovely  face 
With  beauteous  feature  ftamptj  with  rofy  dyes 
Warm’d  her  fair  cheek  j with  lightning  arm’d  her  eyes  ^ 
But  if  thou  fearch  the  fecrets  of  her  mind, 

Where  (ball  thy  cheated  foul  a virtue  ^ind^’ 

Sure  hell  with  cruelty  her  bread  fupply’d, 

Kow  did  (he  glory  when  Mmalcas  dy’d  1 
Pride  in  her  bofom  reigns ; (he’s  falfe,  fne’s  vain  5 
She  fird  entices,  then  infults  the  fwain  \ 

Shall  female  cunning  lead  thy  heart  adray  ? 

Shepherd,  be  ffeej,  and  fcorn  for  fcorn  repay. 

L T C 1 D A S.. 

Bow  woman  talks  of  woman  ! 

D 7 O N E., 

— — ^Hence  depart;. 

Let  a long  abfence  cure  thy  love-fick  heart 
To  fome  far  grove  retire,  her  fight  difclaim, 

Nor  with  her  charms  awake  the  dying  flame<K 
Let  not  an  hour  thy  happy  flight  fufpend 
But  go  ROf„  Ljculasj  without  thy  friend. 


Togethcir 


S I O N l8t; 

Together  let  us  feek  the  chearful  plains. 

And  lead  the  dance  among  the  fportive  fwains^  - 
Devoid  of  care, 

LAVRA. 

i , Or  elfe  the  groves  difdaini 

Nor  with  the  fylvan  walk  indulge  thy  pain. 

Hafte  to  the  town  j rhere  {'I  have  oft’  been  told)^ 

The  courtly  nymph  her  trefies  binds  with  gold,. 

To  captivate  the  youths  j the  youths  appear 
In  fine  array j in  ringlets  waves  their  hair 
Rich  with  ambrofial  fcents,  the  fair  to  move,. 

And  all  the  bufinefs  of  the  day  is  love. 

There  from  the  gawdy  train  feledl  a damej 
Her  willing  glance  (hall  catch  an  equal  flamej. 

L TC  I D A S, 

Name  not  the  Court. The  thought  ray  foul  confounds,. 

And  with  D'me's  wrongs  my  bofbm  wounds. 

Heav’n  juftly  vindicates  the  faithful  maid  j 
And  now  are  all  my  broken  vows  repaid; 

Perhaps  fl^.e  now  laments  my  fancy’d  death 

With  tears  unfeign’d j and  thinks  my  gafping  breath. 


Sigh’d 


H I O N E. 


j8i  ' 

Sighed  forth  her  name.  O guilt,  no  more  upbraid ! 

^65.  1 fond  innocence  and  truth  betray'd. 

[Dione  and  Laura  a^art^ 

D lO  iJ  E, 

Hark ! how  reflection  wakes  his  confcious  hearth 
From  my  pale  lids  the  trickling  forrows  flart; 

How  lhall  my  breaft  the  fwelling  fighs  confine  4 

LAURA. 

O fmooth  thy  brow,  conceal  our  juft  defign: 

Be  yet  awhile  unknown.  If  grief  arife. 

And  force  a paflage  through  thy  guihing  cyes^. 

Quickly  retire,  thy  forrows  to  compofej 
Or  with  a look  ferene  difguife  thy  woes. 

£Dione  is  going  out.  Laura  toalks  at  a diftmct, 

L r C I D A S. 

Canft  thou,  Alexis,  leave  me  thus  difireft  ? 

Where’s  now  the  boafted  friendfiiip  of  thy  breaft? 

Haft  thou  not  oft’  furvey’d  the  dappled  deer 
In  focial  herds  o’er-fpread  the  paftures  fair, 
when  op’ning  hounds  the  warmer  fcent  purfuc, 

And  force  the  deftin’d  victim  from  the  crew. 

Oft; 


D I O N E. 


t8| 

oft*  he  returhsi  and  fain  would  join  the  band> 

While  all  their  horns  the  panting  wretch' withHandl 
Such  is  thy  frieadfhips  thus  might  1 confide. 

D I O N E, 

Why  wilt  thou  cenfure  what  thou  ne*er  haft  try’d? 
Sooner  lhall  fwallows  leave  their  callow  brood, 

Who  with  their  plaintive  chirpings  cry  for  food^ 

Sooner  (hall  hens  expofe  their  infant  care. 

When  the  fpread  kite  fails  wheeling  in  the  air^ 

Than  I for  fake  thee  when  by  danger  preftj 
Wrong  not  by  jealous  fears  a faithful  breaft, 

L T C I D A S. 

If  thy  fair-fpoken  tongue  thy  bofom  fhows> 

There  let  the  fecrets  of  my  foul  repofe, 

DION  ' 

Far  be  fufpicion ; iri  my  truth  conHde.^ 

P let  my  heart  thy  load  of  cares  divide? 

L YC  I D A S, 

Know  then,  Alexis,  that  in  VMn  I ftrove 
To  break  her  chain,  and  free  my  foylfrom  loyej 


i84  D I O N E. 

On  the  limM  twig  thus  finches  heat  their  wingsj 
Still  more  entangled  in  the  clammy  firings. 

The  flow-pac’d  days  have  witnefs’d  my  defpair, 

Upon  my  weary  couch  fits  wakeful  care  j 
Down  my  flufh’d  cheek  the  flowing  forrows  run," 

As  dews  defcend  to  weep  the  abfent  fun, 

O loft  fmhmal 

D I O k B. 

^ — Thefe  wild  thoughts  fufpend  i 
And  in  thy  kind  commands  inftrudl  thy  friend. 

L Y C I D A S, 

whene’er  my  faultring  tongue  would  urge  my  caufe,' 

Deaf  is  her  ear,  and  fullen  fiie  withdraws. 

Go  then,  Alexis',  feek  the  fcornful  maid,. 

In  tender  eloquence  my  fuflf ’rings  plead 
Of  flighted  paflion  you  the  pangs  have  known  s 
O judge  my  fecret  anguifli  by  yo^r  own  ! 

T>  10  N £,  ' 

Had  I the  skill  inconfiant  hearts  to  move,- 
My  longing  foul  had  never  loft  my  Love, 

My 


D I O N E.  i8f 

My  feeble  tongue,  in  thefe  foft  arts  untry’d. 

Can  ill  fupport  the  thunder  of  her  pridej 
When  (he  (hall  bid  me  to  thy  bower  repair. 

How  (hall  my  trembling  lips  her  threats  declare  I 
How  (lull  I tell  thee,  that  (he  could  behold, 

Whh  brov/  ferene,  thy  corfe  all  pale  and  cold 
Beat  on  the  dafiiing  billow?  fhouldd  thou  go 
Where  the  tall  hill  o’er- hangs  the  rocks  below. 

Near  thee  thy  tyrant  could  unpityiog  ftand. 

Nor  call  thee  back,  nor  ftretch  a faving  hand. 

Wilt  thou  then  ftill  perfift  to  tempt  thy  fate. 

To  feed  her  pride  and  gratihc  her  hate  ? 

\ 

L r C I D A s. 

Know,  unexperienc’d  youth,  that  woman’s  mind 
Oft’  fliifts  her  paflhons,  like  th’  inconftant  wind  5 
Sudden  (he  rages,  like  the  troubled  main. 

Now  links  the  ftorm,  and  all  is  calm  again. 

Watch  the  kind  moment,  then  my  wrongs  impart^ 

And  the  foft  tale  (hall  glide  into  her  heart. 

D I O N E. 

No.  Let  her  wander  in  the  lonely  grove, 

And  never  hear  the  tender  voice  of  love. 


Lei 


D I O N E. 


\U 

Let  her  awhile,  ncgle£led  by  the  fwaia, 

Pafs  by,  nor  fighs  moleft  the  cheerful  plain  % 

Thus  (hall  the  fury  of  her  pride  be  laid  j 
Thus  humble  into  love  the  haughty  maid. 

L TC  1 D A $. 

Vain  are  attempts  my  paffion  to  controul. 

Is  this  the  balm  to  cure  my  fainting  foulf 

D I O N E, 

Deep  then  among  the  green-wood  (hades  I’ll  rovel 
And  (eck  with  weary’d  pace  thy  wander’d  'Love } 

Prodrate  I’ll  fall,  and  with  incelTant  prayers 
Hang  on  her  knees,  and  bath  her  feet  with  tears  j 
If  (ighs  of  pity  can  her  car  incline, 

(0  Lycidas,  my  life  is  wrapt  in  thine 

ril  charge  her  from  thy  voice  to  hear  the  tale, 

Thy  voice  more  fweet  than  notes  along  the  vale 
Breath’d  from  the  warbling  pipe  : the  moving  ftraia 
Shall  day  her  flight,  and  conquer  her  dirdain. 

Yet  if  (he  hear;  fliould  love  the  meflage  fpeed, 

Then  dies  all  hopej— — then  mud  Bione  bleed.  \^Afule, 


LXCB 


D I O N E. 


L r C I T>  A s. 

Hafte  then,  dear  faithful  fmin.  Beneath  tho£e  yew» 
Whofe  fable  arms  the  browneft  (bade  diffufe,  , 
Where  all  around,  to  fhun  the  fervent  skie. 

The  panting  flocks  in  ferny  thickets  lyej 
There  with  impatience  fhall  I wait  my  friends 
O’er  the  wide  profpe^i:  frequent  glances  fend 
Ta  fpy  thy  wifh’d  return.  As  thou  (halt  find 
A tender  welcome,  may  thy  Love  be  kind ! 


[£Af,  LycidasI 


SCENE  VI. 

V I O N E.  L AU  K 4^ 

1 O N E. 


Methinks  I’m  now  furrounded  by  defpair,' 

And  all  my  with’ring  hopes  are  loft  in  air. 

Thus  the  young  linnet  on  the  rocking  bough 
Hears  through  long  woods  autumnal  tempefts  blow » 

With  hollow  blafts  the  clalhing  branches  bend. 

And  yellow  fhow’rs  of  ruftling  leaves  defeendj  • 

She 


i88 


D I O N E. 


She  fees  the  friendly  ftielter  from  her  fly. 

Nor  dare  her  little  pinions  truft  the  skyj 
But  on  the  naked  {pray  in  wintry  air, 

All  ihiv’ring,  hopelefs,  mourns  the  dying  year. 

What  have  I promis’d?  rafli,  unthinking  maid! 

By  thy  own  tongue  thy  wifhes  are  betray’d  1 

[Laura  advancss*  \ 

L A U R A, 

Why  waik’fl  thou  thus  di{lurb*d  with  frantick  air  ? 

Why  roll  thy  eyes  with  madnefs  and  defpair? 

D I O N £. 

How  wilt  thou  bear  to  fee  her  pride  give  way  ? 

When  thus  the  yielding  nymph  {hall  bid  thee  fay,  ' 
t Let  not  the  (hepherd  feek  the  {ilent  grave, 

I Say,  that  I bid  him  live. — if  hope  can  iave. 

LAURA. 

Hath  he  difeern’d  thee  through  the  fwain’s  difgui{ci 
And  now  alike  thy  love  and  friendfhip  flys? 

D I O N E. 

Yes.  Firm  and  faithful  to  the  promife  made* 

I’ll  range  each  funny  hill,  each  lawn  and  glade. 

LAURA, 


D I O N E. 


i8p 

L AU  B.  A, 

*Tis  Law  A fpeaks.  O calm  your  troubled  mind, 

D I O N L. 

Where  (hall  my  fearch  this  envy’d  Beauty  find? 
ril  go,  my  faithlefs  Ihepherd’s  caufc  to  plead. 

And  with  my  tears  accufe  the  rival  maid. 

Yet,  fliould  her  foften’d  heart  to  love  incline! 

LAURA. 

If  thofe  are  all  thy  fears  5 Evander's  thine. 

JD  I O N E, 

% 

Why  fhould  we  both  in  forrow  wafte  our  days  ? 

If  love  unfeign’d  my  conftant  bofom  fways. 

His  happinefs  alone  is  all  I prize. 

And  that  is  center’d  in  Earthenia's  eyes. 

Hafte  then,  with  earneft  zeal  her  love  implore^ 

To  blefs  his  hours  i--“when  thou  (halt -breathe  no  morei 


ACT 


A C T in.  S C E N E L 


Dione  ly  ing  on  the  ground  hy  the  fide  of  a Fountain, 


Tt  I O N M. 


ERE  let  me  reft:  and  in  the  liquid  glaft 
View  with  impartial  look  my  fading  face.’ 
Why  ^xtTarthenm^s  ftri  king  beauties  pnVd? 
And  why  Dione' s weaker  glance  dcipis’d? 
Nature  in  various  molds  has  beauty  caft, 

And  form’d  the  feature  for  each  different  tafte : 

This  fighs  for  golden  locks  and  azure  eyes  5 
That,  for  the  glofs  of  fable  treftes,  dyes. 

Let  all  mankind  thefe  locks,  thcfe  eyes  deteft, 

So  I were  lovely  in  Dvander's  breaft ! 

When  o’er  the  garden’s  knot  we  caft  our  view, 

While  fummer  paints  the  ground  with  various  huej 


Some 


D I O N E.  ipt. 

Some  praifc  the  gaudy  tulip’s  ftreaky  red. 

And  fome  the  filver  lilly’s  bending  head} 

Some  the  junquil  in  (hining  yellow  dreft. 

And  fome  the  fring’d  carnation’s  varied  vefti 
Some  love  the  fober  vi’iet’s  purple  dyes. 

Thus  beauty  fares  in  diff’rent  lovers  eyes.’ 

But  bright  Pmthn'M  like  the  role  appears* 

She  in  all  eyes  fuperior  luftre  bears. 


SCENE  ir. 


D I O N E,  LAURA. 
LAURA. 

Why  thus  beneath  the  filver  willow  laid. 

Weeps  fair  Dione  in  the  penfive  fhade  ? 

Haft  thou  yet  found  the  over- arching  bower^ 

Which  guards  Turthenm  from  the  fultry  hour? 

D I O iV  E. 

With  weary  ftep  in  paths  unknown  I ftray’d, 

And  fought  in  vain  the  folitary  maid,  • 

LAUR  a: 


1^2 


i>  / O N E. 


LAURA. 

Seefi:  thou  the  waving  tops  of  yonder  woods, 
Whofe  aged  arms  imbrown  the  coolmg  floods? 
The  cooling  floods  o’er  breaking  pebbles  flow. 

And  wafh  the  foil  from  the  big  roots  below  j 
From  the  tall  rock  the  dafhing  waters  bound. 
Hark,  o’er  the  fields  the  rufhnig  billows  found*’ 
There,  loft  in  thought,  and  leaning  on  her  crook,’ 
Stood  the  fad  nymph,  nor  rais’d  her  penfive  look  ; 
With  fettled  eye  the  bubbling  waves  furvey’d, 

And  watch’d  the  whirling  eddys,  as  they  play’d. 

T>  10  H L, 

Thither  to  know  my  certain  doom  I fpeed. 

For  by  this  fentence  life  or  death’s  decreed. 


SCENE 


D 1 O N E. 
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SCENE  III.  ' 

L AU  R C L B A in  T H S. 

^ LAURA* 

But  fee!  feme  hafty  ftranger  bends  this  way; 

His  broider’d  veft  refle£i;s  the  funny  ray : 

Now  through  the  thinner  boughs  I mark  his  mienj 
Now  veil’d,  in  thicker  fliades  he  moves  unfeen. 
Hither  he  turns ; I hear  a mutt’ring  found ; 

Behind  this  rcv’rend  oak  with  ivie  bound 
Quick  I’ll  retire  j with  bufy  thought  poflcft. 

His  tongue  betrays  the  fecrets  of  his  breaft. 


[She  hides  her  filf. 
cleanthes. 


The  skilful  hunter  with  experienc’d  care 
Traces  the  doubles  of  the  circling  hare ; 

The  fubtle  fox  ( who  breaths  the  weary  hound 
O’er  hills  and  plains)  in  dillant  brakes  is  found; 
With  eafe  we  track  fwift  hinds  and  skipping  rocsl 
But  who  th’  inconftant  ways  of  woman  knows  ? 
VoL.II.  K 


1P4  D I O N E. 

They  fay,  fhe  wanders  with  the  fylvan  train. 

And  courts  the  native  freedoms  of  the  plain; 

Shepherds  explain  their  wifh  without  offence. 

Nor  blufh  the  nymphs;— for  Love  is  innocence, 

O lead  me  where  the  rural  youth  retreat, 

Where  the  flope  hills  the  warbling  voice  repeat^ 

Perhaps  on  daify’d  turf  reclines  the  maid. 

And  near  her  fide  fome  rival  clown  is  laid. 

Yet,  yet  I love  her.- — O loft  nymph  return. 

Let  not  thy  fire  with  tears  inceflant  mourn ; 

Return,  loft  nymph  ; bid  fbrrow  ceafc  to  flow, 

And  let  Bione  glad  the  houfe  of  woe, 

LAURA, 

CaII*d  he  not  loft  Bionef  hence  I’ll  ftart, 

Crofs  his  flow  fteps,  and  lift  his  op’ning  heart,  [Ajlde 

CLEANTHES, 

Tell  me,  fair  nymph,  diredl:  my  wandring  way; 

Where,  in  clofc  bowers,  to  fhun  the  fultry  ray, 

Repofe  the  fwains;  whofe  flocks  with  bleating  fill 
The  bord’ring  foreft  and  the  thymy  hill. 

But  if  thou  frequent  join  thofe  fylvan  bands, 

Ti’hy  felf  can  anfwer  what  my  foul  demands. 

LAURA- 


D 1 O N E.  ^ 


ipf 

LAURA, 

Seven  years  I trod  thefe  fields,  thefe  bowers,  and  gladesi 
And  by  the  lefs’ning  and  the  lengthening  (hades 
Have  mark’d  the  hours*,  what  time  my  flock  to  lead 
To  funny  mountains,  or  the  watry  mead : 

Train’d  in  the  labours  of  the  fylvan  crew. 

Their  (ports,  retreats,  their  cares  and  loves  I knew. 

CLEANTHES, 

Inftru£k  me  then,  if  late  among  your  race; 

A ftranger  nymph  is  found,  of  noble  graced 
In  rural  arts  unskill’d,  no  charge  (he  tends; 

Nor  when  the  morn  and  ev’ning  dew  de(cends 
Milks  the  big-udder’d  ewe.  Her  mien  and  drefs 
The  polifh’d  manners  of  the  Court  confefs, 

LAURA, 

Each  day  arrive  the  ncighbVing  nymphs  and  fwains 
To  (hare  the  paftime  of  our  jovial  plains; 

How  can  I there  thy  roving  beauty  trace. 

Where  not  one  nymph  is  bred  of  vulgar  race  ? 


CL  Ei 
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ip6 

CLBANTH-ES, 

if  yet  file  breath,  what  tortures  muft  flie  find ! 

The  curfe  of  difobedience  tears  her  mind. 

If  e’er  your  breaft  with  filial  duty  burn’d. 

If  e’er  you  forrow’d  when  a parent  mourn’d  5 
Tell  her,  I charge  you,  with  incefiant  groans 
Her  drooping  fire  his  abfent  child  bemoans. 

LAURA, 

Unhappy  man! 

CLBANTHBS, 

' I M— — With  ftorms  of  paflion  tofi. 

When  firft  he  learnt  his  vagrant  child  was  lofi. 

On  the  cold  floor  his  trembling  limbs  he  flung. 

And  with  thick  blows  his  hollow  bofbm  rungj 
Then  up  he  flatted,  and  with  fixt  liirprife. 

Upon  her  pidure  threw  his  frantick  eyes, 

While  thus  he  cry’d.  ‘ In  her  my  life  was  bound, 

‘ Warm  in  each  feature  is  her  mother  found  I 

* Perhaps  defpair  has  been  her  fatal  guide, 

* And  now  flie  floats  upon  the  weeping  tide ; 

‘ Or 


D I O N E. 
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* Or  on  the  willow  hung,  with  head  reclin*d, 

* All  pale  and  cold  (he  wavers  in  the  wind. 

‘ Did  I not  force  her  hence  by  harih  commands? 

‘ Did  not  her  foul  abhor  the  nuptial  bands  ? 

LAURA. 

Teach  not,  ye  fires,  your  daughters  to  rebel!. 

By  counfel  rein  their  wi*Is,  but  ne’er  compel 

CLEANTHES. 

Ye  duteous  daughters,  truft  thefe  tender  guidesj 
Nor  think  a parent’s  breaft  the  tyrant  hides.  ( 

LAURA. 

From  either  lid  the  fcalding  forrows  rollj 
The  moving  tale  runs  thrilling  to  my  foul 

cleanthes. 

Perhaps  fhe  wanders  in  the  lonely  woods, 

Or  on  the  (edgy  borders  of  the  floods  j 
Thou  know’ft  each  cottage,  foreft,  hill  and  vale. 

And  pebbled  brook  that  winds  along  the  dale. 

Search  each  fequefter’d  dell  to  find  the  fair  j 
And  juft  reward  (hall  gratifie  thy  care, 

K 3 


LAURA] 


1^8  D I 0 N E." 

L AU  K A, 

O ye  kind  boughs  protect  the  virgin’s  flight. 

And  guard  Dme  from  his  prying  flght! 

CLEANTHES. 

Mean  while  Til  feek  the  (hepherd’s  cool  abodes, 

Point  me,  fair  n^^mph,  along  thefe  doubtful  road's, 

LAURA, 

Sceft  thou  yon*  mountain  rear  his  ihaggy  brow  ? 

In  the  green  valley  graze  the  flocks  below : 

There  ev’ry  gale  with  warbling  mufick  flo'ats, 

Shade  anfwers  (hade,  and  breaths  alternate  notes* 

[Ex,  Cleanthcf, 

He’s  gone;  and  to  the  diflant  vales  is  (ent, 

Nor  (hall  his  force  Dione's  love  prevent. 

But  fee,  (he  comes  again  with  hafty  pace, 

And  confeious  pleafure  dimples  on  her  face. 


SCENE* 


D I O N E 
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SCENE  IV. 

LAURA,  D I O N E\ 
D I O N E, 


I found  her  laid  befide  the  cryftal  brotyk. 

Nor  rais’d  fhe  from  the  Arcam  her  fettled  look. 

Till  near  her  fide  I fioodj  her  head  fhe  rears, 

Starts  fudden,  and  her  ihrieks  confefs  her  fears.^ 

LAURA, 

Did  not  thy  words  her  thoughtful  foul  furprife^ 

And  kindle  Iparkling  anger  in  her  eyes? 

D / O N E. 

Thus  fhe  reply’d,  with  rage  and  fcorn  poflefij 

* Will  importuning  love  ne’er  give  me  reft  ? 

I why  am  I thus  in  defarts  wild  purfu’d, 

* Like  guilty  confciences  when  ftain’d  with  blood  ? 

* Sure  boding  ravens,  from  the  blafted  oak, 

< Shall  leai  n the  name  of  Lycidas  to  croak,. 

* To  found  it  in  my  cars!  As  fwains  pafs  by,'. 

* With  look  askance,  they  fhake  their  heads  and  cry," 

K 4 
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D I O N E. 


I Lo  ! this  is  Ihe  for  whom  the  Ihepherd  dy*dt 

* Soon  Lycidas,  a viftim  to  her  pride, 

* Shall  feek  the  grave  5 and  in  the  glimmVing  glade, 
f With  look  all  pale,  lhall  glide  the  reftlefs  lhade 

® Of  the  poor  Twain ; while  we  with  haggard  eye 
‘ And  briftled  hair  the  fleeting  phantom  fly. 

Still  let  their  curfes  innocence  upbraid  : 

Heav’n  never  will  forfake  the  virtuous  maid. 

LAURA. 

Pidft  thou  perflft  to  touch  her  haughty  breaft  I 
D I O N E. 

She  ftill  the  more  difdain’d,  the  more  I preft. 

LAURA. 

, When  you  were  gone,  thefe  walks  a Granger  croft. 
He  turn’d  through  ev’ry  path,  and  wander’d  loft  i 
To  me  he  came;  with  courteous  fpeech  demands 
Beneath  what  bowers  repos’d  the  Ihepherd  bands; 
Then  further  asks  me,  if  among  that  race 
A ftiepherdefe  was  found  of  courtly  grace  j 
with  proffer’d  bribes  my  faithful  tongue  eilays; 

But  for  no  bribe  the  faithful  tongue  betrays. 


D I O N E.  zoi 

In  mQ  Dwwe’s  fafe.  Far  hence  he  fpecds,  ^ 

Where  other  hills  refbund  with  other  reeds. 

D I O N E. 

Should  he  come  back;  Sufpicion’s  jealous  eyes 
Might  trace  my  feature  through  the  fwain’s  difguifeii' 
Now  ev’ry  noife  and  whiftling  wind  I dread. 

And  in  each  found  approaches  human  tread. 

LAURA, 

He  faid,  he  left  your  houfe  involv’d  in  cares. 

Sighs  fwell’d  each  breaft,  each  eye  o’crflow’d  with  tears  v 
For  his  loft  child  thy  penfive  father  mourns. 

And  funk  in  forrow  to  the  duft  returns. 

Go  back,  obedient  daughter;  hence  depart. 

And  ftill  the  fighs  that  tear  his  anxious  heart* 

Soon  (hall  Evcmdevt  wearied  with  difdain. 

Forego  thefe  fields,  and  feek  the  town  again, 

D I O N E. 

Think,  Laura,  what  thy  hafty  thoughts  perfuadel 
If  I return,  to  Love  a vidlim  made, 

My  wrathful  Sire  will  force  his  harih  command,  < 

Arid  with  Clemhes  join  my  trembling  hand. 

K 5 LAURA] 


D I O N E. 


LA  UK  A. 

Truft  a foni  father  j raife  him  from  dei^air^ 

I fly  not  him  j I fly  a life  of  care: 

On  the  high  nuptials  of  the  Court  look  round;' 

Where  fliall,  alas,  one  happy  pair  be  found’; 

There  marriage  is  for  fervile  int’reft  fought: 

Is  love  for  wealth  or  power  or  title  bought  I 
^Tis  hence  domeftick  jars  their  peace  deflroy, 

And  loofc  adultery  deals  the  fliameful  joy. 

Bat  fearch  we  wide  o*er  all  the  blifsful  plains^ 

Where  love  alone,  devoid  of  int’reft,  reigns. 

What  concord  in  each  happy  pair  appears ! 

How  fondnefs  ftrengthens  with  the  rolling  years? 

Superiour  power  ne*er  thwarts  their  fofc  delights,, 

Kor  jealous  accufations  wake  their  nights. 

LAURA. 

^ay  all  thofe  blefllngs  on  Dim  fail. 

D I O N E. 

Shall 


jSrant  me  Evandirt  and  I (hare  them  all. 


D I O N E. 


soj 


Shall  a fond  parent  give  perpetual  ilrife, 

And  doom  his  child  to  be  a wretch  for  life?  ' 

Though  he  bequeath’d  me  all  thefe  woods  and  plains^  • 


And  all  the  flocks  the  ruflet  down  contains » 


With  all  the  golden  harvefts  of  the  year, 

' Far  as  where  yonder  purple  mountains  rear;. 
h Can  thefe  the  broils  of  nuptial  life  prevent  ? 

^ Can  thefe,  without  Evanderj  give  content?' 

; But  fee,  he  comes. 


L A XT  K 


J-  ’ ■ - ' ■ * fcijv 

Where  wanders  by  the  ftream  my  fleecy  care, 
f Mayft  thou  the  rage  of  this  new  flame  controul. 


ril  to  the  vales  repair,. 


And  wake  D'me  in  bis  tender  foul!  [Ba;.  Laura^ 


S GENE 


I 


S C E N E V. 


D I O N E.  L r 'c  I DA  S, 
L r C I D A S, 


Say,  my  Alexist  can  thy  words  impart  Ji 

Kind  rays  of  hope  to  cheer  a doubtful  heart  ? 

How  didft  thou  firft  my  pangs  of  love  diiclofe  ? 

Did  her  difdainful  brow  confirm  my  woes  ? ' j 

Or  did  foft  pity  in  her  bofom  rift, 

Heave  on  her  breaft,  and  languiih  in  her  eyes?  | 

D I O N E. 


How  lhall  my  tongue  the  fault’ring  tale  explain  t 
My  heart  drops  blood  to  give  the  fhepherd  pain, 

L Y C I D A S. 

Pronounce  her  utmofi:  fcorn}  I come  prepar’d 
To  meet  my  doom.  Say,  is  my  death  declar’d  ? 

D I O N E, 

why  fliould  thy  fate  depend  on  woman’s  will  ? 

Forget  this  tyrant,  and  be  happy  ftill. 

Zt  Y C I* 


■i 


4 

•i 


i 


D / ON  E 


ipf 

L r C I B A s, 

Didft  thou  befeech  her  not  to  fpeed  her  flight. 

Nor  (bun  with  wrathful  glance  my  hated  fight  ? 

Will  file  confent  my  fighing  plaint  to  hear. 

Nor  let  my  piercing  crys  be  loft  in  air  I 

D I O N E. 

Can  mariners  appeafe  the  tofling  ftorm. 

When  foaming  waves  the  yawning  deep  deform^ 

When  o’er  the  fable,  cloud  the  thunder  flies, 

Say,  who  lhall  calm  the  terror  of  the,  skies  ? 

Who  lhall  the  lion’s  familh’d  roar  aflwage  ? 

And  can  we  ftill  proud  woman’s  ftronger  rage  ? 

Soon  as  my  faithful  tongue  pronounc’d  thy  name. 

Sudden  her  glances  (hot  refentful  flame;  ^ 

Be  dumb,  Ihe  crys,  this  whining  bve  give  o’er, 

And  vex  me  with  the  teazing  theme  no  more. 

L Y C I B A S,  - 

*Tis  pride  alone  that  keeps  alive  her  fcorn.’ 

Can  the  mean  Twain  in  humble  cottage  born. 

Can  Poverty  that  haughty  heart  obtain. 

Where  avarice  and  ftrong  ambition  reign? 

If 


D I O N E. 


±o6 

If  Poverty  pafs  by  in  tatter’d  coat, 

Curs  vex  his  heels  and  ft  retch  their  barking  throaty 
If  chance  he  mingle  in  the  female  croud, 

Pride  tofles  high  her  head,  Scorn  laughs  aloud  $ 
Each  nymph  turns  from  him  to  her  gay  gallant^ 
And  wonders  at  the  impudence  of  Want. 

*ris  vanity  that  rules  all  woman-kind. 

Love  is  the  weakeft  paftion  of  their  mind. 

DION  B. 

Though  one  is  by  thofe  fervile  views  poiTeft, 

O LyciJas,  condemn  not  all  the  reft,. 

LX  C IB  A S. 

Though  I were  bent  beneath  a load  of  years» 

And  feventy  winters  thin’d  my  hoary  hairs  i 
Yet  if  my  olive  branches  dropt  with  oil. 

And  crooked  fliares  were  brighten’d  in  my  foil. 

If  lowing  herds  my  fat’ning  meads  pofleft, 

And  my  white  fleece  the  tawny  mountain  dreft ; 
Then  would  Ihe  lure  me  with  love-darting  glance,. 
Then  with  fond  mercenary  fmiles  advance. 

Though  hell  with  ev’ry  vice  my  foul  had  ftain’d. 
And  froward  anger  in  my  bofom  reign’d*. 


Though 


D I O N E. 


toy 


Though  avarice  my  coffers  cloath’d  in  ruft, 

And  my  joints  trembled  with  enfeebled  lull; 

Yet  were  my  ancient  name  with  titles  great. 

How  would  fhe  languifh  for  the  gaudy  bait! 

If  to  her  love  all*tcn:ipting  wealth  pretend. 

What  virtuous  woman  can  her  heart  defend 

jD  I a N B. 

Conqucfts,  thus  meanly  bought,  men  fbon  delpife 
And  juftly  flight  the  mercenary  prize. 

L TC  I B A S.. 

I knov/  thefe  frailties  in  her  breaft  refide-, 

Direft  her  glance  and  cvVy  action  guidci 
Still  let  Alexis*  faithful' friendfhip  aid^ 

Once  more  attempt  to  bend  the  flubborn  maid^ 

Tell  her,  no  bafe-born  Twain  provokes  her  fcorn. 
No  clown,  beneath  the  fldgy  cottage  borni 
Tell  her,  for  her  this  fylvan  drefs  I took, 

For  her  my  name  and  pomp  of  Courts  forfook  j 
My  lofty  roofs  with  golden  fculpture  fhine, 

And  my  high-  birth  defcends  from  ancient  linci 


DION  B. 


zo8  D I O N E. 

D I O N E. 

Love  is  a Czcted  voluntary  firC) 

Gold  never  bought  that  pure,  that  chafte  defire.' 

Who  thinks  true  love  for  lucre  to  poflTefs, 

Shall  grafp  falle  flatt’ry  and  the  feign’d  carefs  j 
Can  we  believe  that  mean,  that  fervile  wife. 

Who  vilely  fells  her  dear-bought  love  for  life, 

Would  not  her  virtue  for  an  hour  refign. 

If  in  her  fight  the  proffer’d  treafure  fhine. 

L rc  I da  s. 

Gan  reafon  ("when  by  winds  fwift  fires  are  born 
O’er  waving  harvefts  of  autumnal  corn) 

The  driving  fury  of  the  flame  reprove? 

Who  then  Ihall  reafon  with  a heart  in  love* 

D I O N J5. 

Yet  let  me  fpeakj  O may  my  words  perfuade 
The  noble  youth  to  quit  this  lylvan  maid! 

Refign  thy  crook,  no  more  to  plains  reibrt. 

Look  round  on  all  the  beauties  of  the  Court  j 
There  fliall  thy  merit  find  a worthy  flame. 

Some  nymph  of  equal  wealth  and  equal  narae^ 

Think^ 


D I O N E. 
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Think,  if  ihefe  offers  Ihould  thy  wiih  obtain, 

And  Ihould  the  ruftick  beauty  ftoop  to  gain: 

Thy  heart  could  ne’er  prolong  th*  unequal  fire, 

The  fudden  blaze  would  in  one  year  expire ; 

Then  thy  rafh  folly  thou  too  late  flialt  chide, 

V To  Poverty  and  bale-born  blood  ally’d  i 
Her  vulgar  tongue  (hall  animate  the  ftrife. 

And  hourly  difcord  vex  thy  future  life. 

L r C I A S. 

Such  is  the  force  thy  faithful  words  impart,’ 

That  like  the  galling  goad  they  pierce  my  heart  J 
You  think  fair  virtue  in  my  breaft  refides. 

That  honeft  truth  my  lips  and  aftions  guides  j 
Deluded  fhepherd,  could  you  view  my  foul. 

You’d  fee  it  with  deceit  and  treach’ry  foul ; 

I’m  bafe,  perfidious.  E’er  from  Court  I came. 

Love  fingled  from  the  train  a beauteous  damej 
The  tender  maid  my  fervent  vows  believ’d. 

My  fervent  vows  the  tender  maid  deceiv’d. 

Why  doff  thou  tremble? — why  thus  heave  thy  fighs? 
Why  flcal  the  filent  forrovys  from  thy  eyes? 


D I O N E. 
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D I O N E. 


I>  I O N 

Sure  the  fott  lamb  hides  rage  within  his  bread. 

And  cooing  turtles  are  with  hate  pofleft} 

When  from  fo  fweet  a tongue  flow  fraud  and  lies, 
And  thofe  meek  looks  a perjur’d  heart  difguife. 

Ah!  who  fliall  now  on  faithlefs  man  depend? 

The  treachVoys  lover  proves  as  falfe  a friend. 

I r C J B A S.  . 

When  with  Dione*s  love  my  bofom  glow’d, 

Firm  condancy  and  truth  flncere  I vow’d  j 

But  fince  Tarthenk's  brighter  charms  were  knowni 

My  love,  my  conftancy  and  truth  are  flown. 

BIO  N E. 

Arc  not  thy  hours  with  confcious  anguifh  dung? 
Swift  vengeance  mud  o’ertake  the  perjur’d  tongue. 
The  Gods  the  caufe  of  injur’d  love  affert, 

And  arm  with  dubborn  pride  imhmWs  heart. 

L r C I B A S. 

Go,  try  herj  tempt  her  with  my  birth  and  date, 
Stronger  ambition  will  fubdue  her  hate  . 


D 7 O N E. 


D I O N E, 

D I O N E, 

O rather  turn  thy  thoughts  on  that  loft  maid, 
Whoft  hourly  fighs  thy  faithlefs  oath  upbraid  ^ 
Think  you  behold  her  at  the  dead  of  night, 

Plac’d  by  the  glimm’ring  taper’s  paly  light. 

With  all  your  letters  fpread  before  her  view. 

While  trickling  tears  the  tender  lines  bedew ) 
Sobbing  fhe  reads  the  perj’rys  o'er  and  o’er, 

And  her  long  nights  know  peaceful  fleep  no  morcv 

L T C I DA 

Let  me  forget  her, 

D I O N E. 

» ■ ">"■-  I >0  falfe  youth,  relent  $ 

Think  fhould  Farthenia  to  thy  hopes  confentj 
When  Hymen  joins  your  hands,  and  mufick’s  voice 
Makes  the  glad  ecchoes  of  thy  domes  rejoyce, 
Then  (hall  Dione  force  the  crouded  hall. 

Kneel  at  thy  feet  and  loud  for  juftice  call: 

Could  you  behold  her  wekring  on  the  ground. 

The  purple  dagger  reeking  from  the  wound  ? 


All 


Could 


ziz  D I O N E. 

Could  you  unmov’d  this  dreadful  light  furvey  ? 
Such  fatal  fcenes  lhall  ftain  thy  bridal  day. 

L rc  I J>  A s. 

The  horrid  thought  links  deep  into  my  foul, 

And  down  my  check  unwilling  forrows  roll, 

D I O N E. 

From  this  new  flame  you  may  as  yet  recede. 

Or  have  you  doom’d  that  guiltlefs  maid  fhall  bleed  ? 

L rc  I D A S, 

Name  her  no  more.  — Halle,  feek  the  fylvan  Fair«. 
D I O N E, 

Should  the  rich  proffer  tempt  her  lill’ning  ear^ 

Bid  all  your  peace  adieu.  O barb’rous  youth. 

Can  you  forgo  your  honour,  love  and  truth  ? 

Yet  fhould  Earthenta  wealth  and  title  flight. 

Would  juflice  then  rellore  Dionis  right? 

Would  you  then  dry  her  ever-falling  tears  i 
And  blefs  with  honell  love  your  future  years  ? 


L r C !• 


D 1.  O N E. 


LX  C IB  A S, 

ril  iti  yon*  fhade  thy  wilh’d  return  attend  5 
Come  quickly  come,  and  cheer  thy  fighing  friend. 

[Exit  Lycidas^ 

D I O N E, 

Should  her  proud  foul  refift  the  tempting  bait. 

Should  (he  contemn  his  proffer’d  wealth  and  ftate,' 

Then  I once  more  his  perjur’d  heart  may  move. 

And  in  his  bofom  wake  the  dying  love. 

As  the  pale  wretch  involv’d  in  doubts  and  fears," 

All  trembling  in  the  judgment-hall  appears  j 
So  fliall  I ft  and  before  Parthenia^s  eyes. 

For  as  (he  dooms,  Dione  lives  or  dies. 


ACT 


A C T IV.  SCENE  I. 

LTCIDAS.  PARTHENIA  ajleef  i»  a hmtr. 


L t C I DA  S. 

Ay  no  rude  wind  the  ruftling  branches 
move  5 

Breathe  foft,  ye  filent  gales,  nor  wake  my 
Love. 

Ye  ihepherds,  piping  homeward  on  the  way, 

Let  not  the  diftant  ecchoes  learn  your  lay; 

Strain  not,  ye  nightingale’s,  your  warbling  throat^ 

May  no  loud  (hake  prolong  the  ihriller  note. 

Left  fhe  awake  j O fleep,  fecure  her  eyes, 

That  I may  gaze;  for  if  fhe  wake,  (he  flies. 

While  eafy  dreams  compofe  her  peaceful  foul. 

What  anxious  cares  within  my  bofom  roll  1 


If 


D I O N E. 


r- 


If  tir’d  with  fighs  beneath  the  beech  I lyc. 

And  languid  fluraber  clofe  my  weeping  eye. 

Her  lovely  vifion  rifes  to  my  view, 

• Swift  flys  the  nymph,  and  fwifc  would  I purfucj 
I ftrivc  to  call,  my  tongue  has  loft  its  found; 

Like  rooted  oaks,  my  feet  benumm’d  are  bound  ; 
Struggling  I wake.  Again  my  fbrrows  flow, 

J And  not  one  flatt’ring  dream  deludes  my  woe, 

^ What  innocence]  how  meek  is  ev’ry  grace! 

How  fweet  the  fmile  that  dimples  on  her  face,' 

Calm  as  the  fleeping  ieas ! but  iliould  my  flghs 
Too  rudely  breathe,  what  angry  ftorms  would  rife ! 
Though  the  fair  rofe  with  beauteous  blulh  is  crown’d. 
Beneath  her  fragrant  leaves  the  thorn  is  found; 

The  peach,  that  with  inviting  crirafon  blooms. 

Deep  at  the  heart  the  cank’ring  worm  confumcs; 

I *Tis  thus,  alas!  thofe  lovely  features  hide 
^ Difdain  and  anger  and  refentful  pride. 


SCENE 


D i O N E. 


SCENE  II. 


irClDAS.  DION  E.  EARTHENId. 

L Y C I D A S, 

Hath  proffer’d  greatnefs  yet  o’ercome  her  hate  ? 

And  does  fhe  languifh  for  the  glitt’ring  bait? 

Againft  the  Twain  fhe  might  her  pride  fupport. 

Can  fhe  fubdue  her  Tex,  and  fcorn  a Court  ? 

Perhaps  in  dreams  the  fhining  vifion  charms. 

And  the  rich  bracelet  fparkles  on  her  arms  j i 

In  fancy’d  heaps  the  golden  treafure  glows : ^ 

pmhenia,  wakej  all  this  thy  Twain  be  flows. 

D I O N E, 

Sleeps  fhe  in  theTe  cloTe  bowers? 

L r C I D A S,  i 

j 

-n,  Lo!  there  fhe  lies.  j 

■ 

D I O N E.  vi 

O may  no  flartling  Tound  unfeal  her  eyes, 

And  j 


D I O N E. 


I And  drive  her  hence  away.  ’Till  now,  in  vain 
‘ I trod  the  winding  wood  and  weary  plain, 
j Hence,  lycUasi  beyond  thofe  (hades  repofe, 
3Vhile  I thy  fortune  and  thy  birth  difclofe. 

LYCIBAS, 


y May  I Tarthma  to  thy  friendfhip  owe ! 

I 

^ D Z O N £. 

O rather  think  on  loft  Dlo?7e*s  woe  ! 

I Muft  (he  thy  broken  faith  for  ever  mourn,' 

And  will  that  jufter  paiTion  ne’er  return? 

L TC  I D A S. 

Upbraid  me  notj  but  go.  Her  flumbers  chafej 
And  in  her  view  the  bright  temptation  place. 

iMx,  Lycidas^; 


! 

j 

i 


V«L.  Ih 


L 


scene; 


D I O N E. 


^i8 


SCENE  IIL 

B 1 O N E.  EARTHeNI  A. 


D I O N E. 

Now  flames  the  weflerii  skie  with  golden  beams, 

^nd  the  ray  kindles  on  the  quiv’ring  flreamsi 
Long  flights  of  crows,  high-croaking  from  their  food, 
Now  feek  the  nightly  covert  of  the  woodi 
The  tender  grafs  with  dewj  cryftal  bends. 

And  gath’ring  vapour  from  the  heath  afcends. 

Shake  off  this  downy  reft;  wake,  gentle  maid, 

IVuft  not  thy  charms  beneath  the  noxious  fhade. 
Eartheniaf  rife. 

EARTHENIA. 


■What  voice  alarms  my  ear  ? 
Away.  Approach  not.  Hah  ! Alexis  there! 

Let  US  together  to  the  vales  defcend, 

And  to  the  folds  our  bleating  charge  attend ; 

But  let  me  hear  no  mere  that  ftiepherd’s  name, 
yexnot  my  quiet  with  his  hateful  flame. 


^ / O N 


D I O N E. 


£1^ 

D 1 O N B, 

Can  I behold  him  gafping  on  the  ground. 

And  feek  no  healing  herb  to  ftaunch  the  wound  ? 

For  thee  continual  fighs  confume  his  heart, 

* ris  you  alone  can  cure  the  bleeding  fmart. 

Once  more  I come  the  moving  caufe  to  plead. 

If  ftill  his  fuff’rings  cannot  intercede. 

Yet  let  my  friendfliip  do  his  paffion  right, 

And  (how  thy  lover  in  his  native  light. 

P^RTHENI  A. 

Why  in  dark  myft’ry  are  thy  words  involv’d  ? 

If  tycidas  you  mean  i know.  I’m  refolv’d. 

D I O N E. 

Let  not  thy  kindling  rage  my  words  reflrain. 

Know  then  j Parthenia  flights  no  vulgar  fwaim 
For  thee  he  bears  the  fcrip  and  fylvan  crook, 

For  thee  the  glories  of  a Court  forfbok. 

May  not  thy  heart  the  wealthy  flame  decline! 

His  honours,  his  pofleflions,  all  are  thine. 

L z 


PAR- 


IZO 


D I O N E. 


tar  T H R N I a. 

If  he’s  a Courtier,  O ye  Nymphs,  beware; 

Thofe  who  moft  promife  are  the  lead  lincere. 

The  quick-sy’d  hawk  flioots  headlong  from  abovei 
/ind  in  his  pounces  bears  the  trembling  dove; 

The  pilt  ’ring  wolf  o’er- leaps  the  fold’s  defence. 

But  the  falfe  Courtier  preys  on  innocence. 

If  he’s  a Courtier;  O ye  Nymphs,  beware: 

Thofe  who  mcfl  promife  are  the  leaf!  fincere. 

B I O N E. 

Alas  \ thou  ne’er  haft  prov’d  the  fweets  of  State, 

Nor  known  that  female  pleafure,  to  be  great. 

’ris  for  the  town  ripe  clufters  load  the  poles, 

And  all  our  Autumn  crowns  the  Courtier’s  bov>rIes; 

For  him  our  woods  the  red-ey’d  pheafant  breed, 

And  annual  coveys  in  our  harveft  feed ; 

For  him  with  fruit  the  bending  brancli  is  ftor’d. 

Plenty  pours  all  her  bleffings  on  his  board. 

It  ("when  the  market  to  the  city  calls) 

We  chance  to  pafs  befide  his  palace  walls. 

Does  nor  his  hall  with  mufick’s  voice  refbund. 

And  the  floor  tremble  with  the  dancer’s  bound  ? 

Such 


D 1 O N E. 


Slich  are  the  pleafures  Lyculas  (hall  give, 

When  thy  relenting  bofom  bids  him  live. 

FARTHENIX 

See  yon  gay  goldfinch  hop  from  /pray  to  /pray. 
Who  fings  a farewell  to  the  parting  day  j 
At  large  he  flies  o’er  hill  and  dale  and  downj 
Is  not  each  bufh,  each  fpreading  tree  his  own? 

And  canfl  thou  think  he’ll  quit  his  native  brier, 

For  the  bright  cage  o’er-arch’d  with  golden  wire? 
What  then  arc  honours,  pomp  and  gold  to  me? 
Are  thofe  a price  to  purchafe  liberty ! 

D I O N E. 

Think,  when  the  Hymeneal  torch  Hiall  blaze, 

And  on  the  folemn  rites  the  virgins  gazej 
When  thy  fair  locks  with  glitt’ring  gems  are  grac’d. 
And  the  bright  zone  flaall  fparkle  round  thy  wafte. 
How  will  their  hearts  with  envious  forrow  pine. 
When  Lycidas  /hall  join  his  hand  to  thine ! 

FARTHEni  A. 

And  yet,  AhxU^  all  that  pomp  and  fiiow 
Are  oft*  the  varni/h  of  internal  woe. 

L 3 


Wheii 


HU 


D I O N E, 


"When  the  chafte  lamb  is  from  her  fitters  led, 

And  interwoven  garlands  paint  her  head  j 
The  gating  fiock,  all  envious  of  her  pride. 

Behold  her  skipping  by  the  Prieftefs*  fide; 

£ach  hopes  the  flow’ry  wreath  with  longing  eyes; 
V/hile  fhe,  alas!  is  led  to  facrifiee! 

Thus  walks  the  bride  in  all  her  ftate  array’d, 

Tbs  gaae  and  envy  of  each  thoughtlefs  maid. 

DION 

As  yet  her  tongue  refitts  the  tempting  fnarc, 

And  guards  my  panting  bofom  from  de/pair. 

Can  thy  ftrong  foul  this  noble  flame  forego  ? 

Mutt  fuch  a lover  watte  his  life  in  woe? 

? ^ n T H E N I 

Tell  him,  his  gifts  I fcorn;  not  all  his  art,’ 

Kot  all  his  flattery  fhall  feduce  my  heart. 

Courtiers,  I know,  are  difeiplin’d  to  cheat, 

Their  infant  lips  are  taught  to  lifp  deceit; 

To  prey  on  eafy  nymphs  they  range  the  fliade, 

And  vainly  boaft  of  innocence  betray’d; 

Chatt  hearts,  unlearn’d  in  faltthood,  they  afTail, 

And  think  our  ear  will  drink  the  grateful  tale: 


•v 


lAfitle. 


No. 


D I O N E. 


No.  Lycuhs  fiiall  ne’er  my  peace  deftroy^  . 

I’ll  guard  my  virtue,  and  content  enjoy. 

D I O E . 

So  ftrong  a paflion  in  my  bofom  burns, 

V/hene’er  his  foul  is  griev’d,  Alexis  mourns ! 

Canft  thou  this  importuning  ardor  blame  ^ 

Would  not  thy  tongue  for  friendfliip  urge  the  fame? 

T A E T H B N 1 A. 

Yes,  blooming  fwain.  You  fliow  an  honeft  mindj 
I fee  it,  with  the  purefl  flame  refin’d. 

Who  fhall  compare  love’s  mean  and  grofs  defire 
To  the  chad  zeal  of  friend  (hip’s  facred  fire  ? 

By  whining  love  our  weaknefs  is  confefijj 
But  ftronger  friend  (hip  (hows  a virtuous  bread. 

In  Folly’s  heart  the  fhort-liv’d  blaze  may  glow, 
Wifdom  alone  can  purer  friendfhip  knov/. 

Love  is  a fudden  blaze  which  foon  decays, 

Friendfhip  is  like  the  fun’s  eternal  rays  j 
Not  daily  benefits  exhauft  the  flame, 

It  dill  is  giving,  and  dill  burns  the  famej 
And  could  Alexis  from  his  foul  remove 
All  the  low  images  of  grofler  love  j 

L4 


Such 


D I O N E. 
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Such  mild,  fuch  gentle  looks  thy  heart  declare. 

Fain  would  my  breaft  thy  faithful  friendfliip  Ihare,' 

D I O N E. 

How  dare  you  in  the  different  fex  confide  ? 

And  feek  a friendlbip  which  you  ne’er  have  try’d  ? 

EARTHElil  A. 

Yes,  I to  thee  could  give  up  all  my  heart. 

From  thy  chafie  eye  no  wanton  glances  dart; 

Thy  modefi:  lips  convey  no  thought  impure. 

With  thee  may  ftriflefi:  virtue  walk  fecure, 

D J O N £. 

Yet  can  Ifafelyonthe  nymph  depend, 

Whofe  unrelenting  fcorn  can  kill  my  friend  I 

VAKTHENI  A. 

Accufe  me  not,  who  adl  a generous  parti 
Had  I,  like  city  maids,  a fraudful  heart. 

Then  had  his  proffers  taught  my  foul  to  feigni 
Then  had  I vilely  ftoopt  to  fordid  gain. 

Then  had  I figh’d  for  honours,  pomp  and  gold, 

And  for  unhappy  chains  my  freedom  fold. 

It 
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If  you  would  fave  him,  bid  him  leave  the  plaioj 
And  to  his  native  city  turn  again ; 

There,  fliall  his  paflion  find  a ready  cure, 

There,  not  one  dame  refills  the  glitt’ring  lure. 

D I O U E. 


All  this  I frequent  urg’d,  but  lirg’d  in  vain. 
Alas!  thou  only  canft  alTwage  his  pain! 


SCENE  IV. 

B I O N E,  V^RTHENI  A,  L T C I- 
DAS,  [lijiening* 


L r C I D A S. 

Why  ftays  Alexis  ? can  my  bofom  bear 
Thus  long  alternate  ftorms  of  hope  and  fear? 

Yonder  they  walk  i no  frowns  her  brow  diiguife. 

But  love  conlenting  fparkles  in  her  eyes  j 
Here  will  I liftcn,  here,  impatient  wait. 

Sparc  me,  Farthenia,  and  refign  thy  hate,’  [AfiJe] 

hs  E A 


B I O N E. 


ZZ9 


V ^ R T H E N I A. 


When  LycUas  fhall  to  the  Court  repair, 

Still  let  Alexis  love  his  fleecy  carej- 

Still  let  him  chufe  cool  grots  and  fylvan  bowers,' . 

And  let  Parihmia  fiiare  his  peaceful  hours. 

L rC  I D A S. 

What  do  I hear?  my  friendfhip  is  betray’d; 

Tile  treach’rous  rival  has  feduc’d  the  maid.  [Afide^ 


P A R T H E N I A. 


With  thee,  , where  bearded  goats  defcend  the  flecp. 
Of  where,  like  winter*s  fnow,  the  nibbling  fheep 
Cloath  the  Hope  hills;  I’ll  pafs  the  cheerful  day, 
And  from  thy  reed  my  voice  fhall  catch  the  iay^ 
But  fee,  flill  Ev’ning  fpreads  her  dusky  wings. 

The  flocks,  flow-moving  from  the  mifty  fprings. 
Now  feek  their  fold.  Come,  fhepherd,  let’s  away, 
To  dofe  the  lateft  labours  of  the  day. 


lExeft?7t  hand  in  hand. 


S G E N.  E.. 


D I O N E. 

\ 


ZZJ 


SCENE  V. 


L YC  I D A S, 

My  troubled  heart  what  dire  difafters  rend  ? 

A fcornful  miftrefs,  and  a treach’rous  friend ! 
Would  ye  be  cozen’d,  more  than  woman  can? 
Unlock  your  bofom  to  perfidious  man. 

One  faithful  woman  have  thefe  eyes  beheld, 

And  again  ft  her  this  perjur’d  heart  rebell’d; 

But  fearch  as  far  as  earth’s  wide  bounds  extend,’ 
Where  lliall  the  wretched  find  one  faithful  friend  ? 


SCENE  VJ. 

L YC  I D A S,  D I O N E] 

L Y C I DA  S. 

’Why  ftarts  the  Twain  ? why  turn  his  eyes  away, 

As  if  amidft  his  path  the  viper  lay  ? 

Did  1 


£>  I O N E. 

Did  I not  to  thy  charge  my  heart  confide  ? 

Did  I not  truft  thee  near  Parthenia*s  lide, 

As  here  flie  flept? 

D I O N B. 

— _She  ftrait  my  call  obey*d^ 

And  downy  {lumber  left  the  lovely  maid  j 
As  in  the  morn  awakes  the  folded  rofe. 

And  all  around  her  breathing  odour  throws ^ 

So  wak’d  Farthenia, 

L TC  1 J>  A S. 

*1..-.  ■ Could  thy  guarded  hearts 

When  her  full  beauty  glow’d,  put  by  the  dart? 
Yet  on  Alexis  let  my  foul  depend. 

^Tis  mofl:  ungen’rous  to  fufjpeft  a friend. 

And  thou,  I hope,  haft  well  that  name  profeft. 

D J O N JS. 

O could  thy  piercing  eye  difcern  my  breaft!  . 
Gould’ft  thou  the  fecrets  of  my  bofom  fee, 

[There  eyVy  thought  is  fill’d  with  cares  for  theei 


hr  Cl 


D I Q K E. 


lip 

LX  c I jy  A s. 

Is  there,  againft  hypocrify,  defence, 

Who  cloaths  her  words  and  looks  with  innocence  ! 

lAjtdu 

Say,  ihepherd,  when  you  pro0er*d  wealth  and  ftate, 

Did  not  her  fcorn  and  fuppled  pride  abate } 

DION  E, 

As  fparkling  diamonds  to  the  feather’d  train, 

Who  ferape  the  winnow’d  chaff  in  fearchof  grain  j 
Such  to  the  fhepherdefs  the  Court  appears: 

Content  fhe  feeks,  and  fpurns  thofe  glitt’ring  cares>, 

LX  C I D A S. 

*Tis  not  in  woman  grandeur  to  defpife,’ 

*Tis  not  from  Courts,  from  me  alone  fhe  fliesl 
Did  not  my  paffion  fuffer  like  difgrace. 

While  fhe  believ’d  me  born  of  fylvan  race? 

Doft  thou  not  think,  this  proudeft  of  her  kind 
Has  to  fomc  rival  Twain  her  heart  refign’d  ? 

D I O N E. 

No  rival  fliepherd  her  difdain  can’ move  j 
Her  frozen  bofom  is  averfe  to  love, 

LXC  U 


I 


D I O N E 


L YC  I D A S, 

Say,  art  thou  fure,  that  this  ungrateful  fair 
Scorns  all  alike,  bids  all  alike  defpair  ? 

D I O N E. 

How  can  I know  the  fecrets  of  her  heart? 

L Y C I D jS  S. 

'Anfwer  fincere,  nor  from  the  queftion  ftart.' 

Say,  in  her  glance  was  never  love  confeft. 

And  is  no  fwain  diftinguilh’d  from  the  reftf 

D I O N E,. 

O Lycidas,  bid  all  thy  troubles  ceafe ; 

Let  not  a thought  on  her  difturb  thy  peace,’ 

May  juftice  bid  thy  former  paflion  wakej 
Think  how  Dione  fufters  for  thy  fake: 

Let  not  a broken  oath  thy  honour  ftain, 

Recall  thy  vows,  and  leek  the  town  again. 

L Y C I B A S. 

What  means  Akxts  ? where’s  thy  friendfhip  Hown  ? 
why  am  I banilh’d  to  the  hateful  town  ? 

Hath 


X>  I O N E.  iji 

Hath"  &me  new  (hepherd  warm’d  Parthenia’s  bread  ? 

And  does  my  love  his  am’rous  hours  moleft  ? 

Is  it  for  this  thou  bid’ft  me  quit  the  plain? 

Yes,  yes,  thou  fondly  lov'ft  this  rival  fwain. 

When  firfl:  my  cheated  foul  thy  friendfhip  woo’d. 

To  my  warm  heart  I took  the  vip’rous  brood... 

O falfe  Alexis ! 

D I O N E. 

„ «^Why  am  I accus’d?  ’ 

i Thy  jealous  mind  is  by  weak  fears  abus’d. 

1 Z r C I D A S. 

I Was  not  thy  bofom  fraught  with  falfe  delign  ? ‘ 

1 Didft  thou  not  plead  his  caufe,  and  give  up  mine? 

, Let  not  thy  tongue  evalive  anfwer  feck  ; 

I The  confcious  crimfon  rifes  on  thy  cheek : 

, Thy  coward  confcience,  By  thy  guilt  difmaid, 

' Shakes  in  each  joint,  and  owns  that  I’m  betray’d. 

i ' D / O N E. 

Kov/  my  poor  heart  is  wrong’d  ! O /pare  thy  friend  I 

I L rc  ID  A S. 

Seek  not  deteded  falfehood  to  defend. 

D 10  NZi 


D 1 O N E. 


D J O N E. 

Beware  j left  blind  fufpicion  raftily  blame. 

L r C 1 B A s. 

Own  thy  felf  then  the  rival  of  my  flame.’ 

If  this  be  (he  for  whom  Alexis  pin’d, 

She  now  no  more  is  to  thy  vows  unkind. 

Behind  the  thicket’s  twifted  verdure  laid, 

I witnefs’d  ev’ry  tender  thing  fhe  faid ; 

I faw  bright  pleafure  kindle  in  her  eyes, 

Levs  warm’d  each  feature  at  thy  foft  replys, 

D I O NE, 

Yet  hear  me  fpeak. 

L Y C I D A S. 

— I tin  vain  is  all  defence. 

Did  not  thy  treach’rous  hand  condudf  her  hence? 
Kafte,  from  my  fight. , Rage  burns  in  ev’ry  vein» 
Never  approach  my  juft  revenge  again. 

D I O N E, 

0__fearch  my  heart  j there  injur’d  truth  thou’lt  find. 

L 


D I O N E. 


LX  C I D A S. 

Talk  not  of  Truth;  long  fince  flip  left  mankind. 

So  fmooth  a tongue!  and  yet  fo  falfe  a heart! 

Sure  Courts  firft  taught  thee  fawning  friendfliip’s  art! 
No.  Thou  art  falfe  by  nature. 

D 1 O N E. 

• - ' Let  me  clear 

This  heavy  charge,  and  prove  my  truil  fincere. 

L r C 1 T>  AS. 

Boaft  then  her  favours;  fay,  what  happy  hour 
Next  calls  to  meet  her  in  th’  appointed  bower » 

Say,  when  and  where  you  met, 

D I O N E, 

Be  rage  fupprefl:. 

In  ftabbing  mine,  you  wound  Fanhenk's  breaft* 

She  faid,  the  ftill  defy’d  Love’s  keeneft  dart; 

Yet  purer  friendlbip  might  divide  her  heart, 
Friendlhip’s  fincerer  bands  Ihe  wilh’d  to  prove. 


i rc  r- 
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D I O N E. 


LX  C I DA  S. 

A woman's  friendfliip  ever  ends  in  love. 

Think  not  thefe  foolifli  tales  my  faith  oommand> 

Did  not  I iee  thee  prefs  her  fnowy  hand  ? 

O may  her  paiTion  like  thy  friendfhip  laft  ! 

May  file  betray  thee  e’er  a day  be  paft! 

Hence  then.  Away.  Thou’rt  hateful  to  my  fight, 

And  thus  I fpurii  the  fawning  hypocrite,  [^Ex,  Lycidas, 


SCENE  VIL 


D JO  N E, 

Was  ever  grief  like  mine  ! o wretched  maid ! 

My  friendlhip  wrong’d ! my  conftant  love  betray’d  1 
Misfortune  haunts  my  fteps  where-e’er  I go. 

And  all  my  days  are  over-cafi:  with  woe. 

Long  have  I ftrove  th’encreafing  load  to  bear, 

Now  faints  my  foul,  and  finks  into  de/pair. 

O lead  me  to  the  hanging  mountain’s  cel). 

In  whofe  brown  cliffs  the  fowls  of  darknefs  dwellj 

Where 


D I O N E. 


Where  waters,  trickling  down  the  rifted  wail, 

Shall  lull  my  forrows  with  the  tinkling  fall 
There,  feek  thy  grave.  How  canfl:  thou  bear  the  light. 
When  banilh’d  ever  from  Evanders  fight! 


scene  viir. 

D I o E.  L A u n A. 
LAURA, 


Why  hangs  a cloud  of  grief  upon  thy  brows  ? 

Does  the  proud  nymph  accept  Evander*s  vows  ? 

D I O N E, 

Can  I bear  life  with  thefe  new  pangs  oppreft ! ^ 

Again  he  tears  me  from  his  faithlefs  breaft : 

A perjur’d  Lover  firft  he  fought  thefe  plains. 

And  now  my  friend fhip  like  my  love  difdains. 

As  I new  offers  to  Tarthmia  made. 

Conceal’d  he  flood  behind  the  woodbine  (hade. 

He  fays,  my  treach’rous  tongue  his  heart  betray’d,. 

That  my  falfe  fpeeches  have  mifled  the  maidi 

With 


D I O N E. 


z%6 

with  groundlefs  fear  he  thus  his  foul  deceives ; 
What  frenzy  didates,  jealoufy  believes. 

LAURA. 

Refign  thy  crook,  put  off  this  manly  veft, 

And  let  the  wrong’d  Vione  ftand  confeft  j 
When  he  fliall  learn  what  forrows  thou  had  born," 
And  find  that  nought  relents  Varthenm's,  fcorn. 
Sure  he  will  pity  thee. 

ID  I O N E, 

*3— . — No,  Laura,  no. 

Should  I,  alas!  the  fy Ivan  drefs  forgo, 

Then  might  he  think  that  I her  pride  foinent. 
That  injur’d  love  indruds  me  to  refentj 
Our  secret  enterprise  might  fatal  prove ; 

Man  flys  the  plague  of  perfecuting  lov#. 

LAURA. 

Avoid  Rarthenia  \ left  his  rage  grow  warm. 

And  jealoufie  refolve  fome  fatal  harm: 

n I O N 

O Laura,  if  thou  chance  the  youth  to  find. 

Tell  him  what  torments  vex  my  anxious  mindj 


Should 
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'Should  I once  mere  his  awful  prefence  feek, 

The  lilent  tears  would  bathe  ray  glowing  cheek; 

By  riUng  fighs  my  fault’ring  voice  be  flay’d, 

And  trembling  fear  too  foon  confefs  the  maid. 

Hafle,  then;  his  vengeful  foul  aflwage, 

Tell  him,  I’m  guiltlefs;  cool  his  blinded  rage; 

Tell  him  that  truth  fincere  my  friendfhip  brought. 

Let  him  not  cherifli  one  fufpicious  thought. 

Then  to  convince  him,  his  diflruft  was  vain, 

I’ll  never,  never  fee  that  nymph  again. 

This  way  he  went. 

LAURA. 

— See,  at  the  call  of  night, 

The  flar  of  ev’ning  fneds  his  filver  light 
High  o’er  yon  w'eflern  hill : the  cooling  gales 
Frefn  odours  breathe  along  the  winding  dales; 

Far  from  their  home  as  yet  our  fhepherds  flray. 

To  dole  with  chearful  walk  the  fultry  day. 

Methinks  from  far  I hear  the  piping  Twain; 

Hark,  in  the  breeze  now  fwells,  now  links  the  flrainl 
Thither  I’ll  feek  him. 


D I O N E 


D I O N E. 


zj8 

D 1 O N B. 

i 

-——While  this  length  of  glade 

Shall  lead  me  penfive  through  the  fable  Ihade;  • 

Where  on  the  branches  murmur  rufhing  winds. 

Grateful  as  falling  floods  to  love-fick  minds. 

O may  this  path  to  Death’s  dark  vale  defcend ! | 

There  only,  can  the  wretched  hope  a friend.  j 

[^Bx./everally.  i 


ACT 


I 


ACT  V.  SCENEL 


A Wood. 

DIONE.  C LEA  NTHES,  (who  ties 
wounded  in  a dijiant  part  of  the  Jiage.) 

DIONE. 

HE  Moon  ferene  now  climbs  th’aerial  way; 
Secj  at  her  fight  ten  thoufand  flats  decay  ; 
With  trembling  gleam  flie  tips  the  fllent 
grove, 

While  all  beneath  the  checquer’d  fhadows  move. 

Turn  back  thy  fllver  axles,  downward  roll, 

Darknefs  befl  fits  the  horrors  of  my  foul. 

Rife,  rife,  ye  clouds;  the  face  of  heav’n  deform, 

Veil  the  bright  Goddefs  in  a fable  florm : 

O look  not  down  upon  a wretched  maid! 

Let  thy  bright  torch  the  happy  lover  aid. 


And 


240  D I 0 N E. 

And  light  his  wandring  footfteps  to  the  bower,^ 

Where  the  kind  nymph  attends  th’ appointed  hour. 

Yet  thou  hafl:  feen  unhappy  love,  like  minej 
Did  not  thy  lamp  in  Heav’ns  blue  forehead  Ihine,' 

When  Thisbe  fought  her  Love  along  the  glade  ? 

Didft  thou  not  then  behold  the  gleaming  blade. 

And  gild  the  fatal  point  that  ftabb’d  her  breaft? 

Soon  I,  like  her,  lhall  feek  the  realms  of  reft. 

Let  groves  of  mournful  yew  a wretch  furround ! 

O {both  my  ear  with  melancholy  found! 

The  village  curs  now  ftrerch  their  yelling  throat, 

And  dogs  from  diftant  cotts  return  the  note  j 
The  rav’nous  wolf  along  the  valley  prowls, 

And  with  his  famiih’d  crys  the  mountain  howls. 

But  hark  ! what  fudden  noife  advances  near  ? 

Repeated  groans  alarm  my  frighted  ear! 

CLEANTHES. 

Shepherd,  approach  j ah ! fly  not  through  the  glade. 

A wretch  all  dy’d  with  wounds  invokes  thy  aid. 

D I O N E. 

Say  then,  unhappy  ftranger,  how  you  bled; 

Colled  thy  fpirits,  raife  thy  drooping  head. 

[CIcanthes  raifes  himfelf  on  his  arm'. 

O 


4 


DION  E\  Z41 

’O  horrid  fight!  Ckmthes  gafping  lies; 

And  Death’s  black  fhadows  float  before  his  eyes^ 

Unknown  in  this  dilguife,  I’ll  check  my  woe. 

And  learn  what  bloody  hand  has  flruck  the  blow.  [J/tde] 
Say,  youth,  ere  Fate  thy  feeble  voice  confounds. 

What  led  thee  hither  ? whence  thefe  purple  wounds  ? 

* CLEANTHES. 

Stay,  fleeting  life  ; may  ftrength  a-while  prevail. 

Led:  my  clos’d  lips  confine  th’  imperfedt  tale* 

Ere  the  ftreak’d  Eaft  grew  warm  with  amber  ray^ 

I from  the  city  took  my  doubtful  way,  ^ 

Far  o’er  the  plains  I fought  a beauteous  maid. 

Who  from  the  Court,  in  thefe  wide  forefts  ftray’d. 
Wanders  unknown;  as  I,  with  weary  pain, 

Try’d  ev’ry  path,  and  op’ning  glsde  in  vain; 

A band  of  thieves,  forth-rufhing  from  the  wood, 
Unfneath’d  their  daggers  warm  with  daily  blood; 

Deep  in  my  bread  the  barb’rous  fleel  is  dy’d, 

And  purple  hands  the  golden  prey  divide. 

Hence  are  thefe  mangling  wounds.  Say,  gentle  fwainj 
If  thou  haft  known  among  the  fylvan  train 
The  vagrant  nymph  I feek  ? 


VOL.  II* 
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D I 0^ 
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D 2 O N E. 


D I O N E. 

— . what  mov’d  thy  carei 

Thus,  in  thefe  pathlefs  wilds  to  fearch  the  fair? 

CLEANTHES. 

I charge  you,  O ye  daughters  of  the  grove, 

Ye  Naiads,  who  the  moiiy  fountains  love. 

Ye  happy  fwains,  w^ho  range  the  paftures  wide, 

Ye  tender  nymphs,  who  feed  your  flocks  befldei 
If  ray  laft  gafping  breath  can  pity  move. 

If  e’er  ye  knew  the  pangs  of  flighted  love. 

Show  her,  I charge  you,  where  Ckmthes  dy’dj 
The  grafs  yet  reeking  with  the  fanguine  tide. 

A father’s  power  to  me  the  virgin  gave, 

But  flie  difdain’d  to  live  a nuptial  flave  \ 

So  fled  her  native  home.' 

D J O N 

- — — — ’Tis  then  from  thee 

Springs  the  foul  fource  of  all  her  mifery. 

Could’Il:  thou,  thy  felflUi  appetite  to  pleafe, 

Coudemn  to  eudlefs  woes  another’s  peace  ? 

C L E 


D I O N E. 


245 

CfEAVlTHnS. 

O fpare  mcj  nor  my  haplefs  love  upbraid, 

While  on  my  heart  Death’s  frozen  hand  is  laid! 
j Go,  feck  her,  guide  her  where  Cleanthes  bled  j 
When  (he  furveys  her  lover  pale  and  dead. 

Tell  her,  that  iince  fhe  fled  my  hateful  fight,' 

Without  remorfe  I fought  the  realms  of  night.’ 

Methinks  I fee  her  view  thefe  poor  remain?, 
j And  on  her  cheek  indecent  glainefs  reigns! 
j Full  in  her  prefence  cold  Cleanthet  lies, 
j And  not  one  tear  ftands  trembling  in  her  eyes! 

I O let  a figh  my  haplefs  fate  deplore ! 

I Cleanthes  now  controuls  thy  love  no  more. 

i 

D I O N E. 

' How  lhall  ray  lids  confine  thefe  rifing  woes? 

cleanthes, 

[ O might  I fee  her,  ere  Death’s  finger  dole 
Thefe  eyes  for  ever ! might  her  foften’d  breafl: 

* Forgive  my  love  with  too  much  ardor  preft! 

Then  I with  peace  could  yield  my  lateft  breath,' 

M2  J)  U 


244 


D I O N E. 


D I O N B, 

Shall  I not  calm  the  fable  hour  of  death. 

And  Ihow  my  felf  before  him! — Hah!  he  dies.' 

See,  from  his  trembling  lip  the  fpirit  flies! 

Stay  yet  awhile.  Dione  flands  confeft. 

He  knows  me  not.  He  faints,  he  finks  to  reft. 

CLEANTHES. 

Tell  her,  fince  all  my  hopes  in  her  were  loft, 

That  death  was  welcome  — * [D/«* 

D I O N E, 

5Vhat  fudden  gufts  of  grief  my  bolbm  rend? 

A parent’s  curfes  o’er  my  head  impend 
For  difobcdieat  vows  j O wretched  maid, 

Thofe  very  vows  Evander  hath  betray’d. 

See,  at  thy  feet  Cleanthes  bath’d  in  blood! 

For  love  of  thee  he  trod  this  lonely  wood ; 

Thou  art  the  cruel  authrefs  of  his  fate; 

He  falls  by  thine,  thou,  by  Evander's  hate. 

When  (hall  my  foul  know  reft  ? Cleanthes  flain 
No  longer  fighs  and  weeps  for  thy  difdain. 


Thou 


Thou  ftill  art  cur  ft  with  love.  Bleed,  virgin,  bleed. 
How  fliall  a wretch  from  anxious  life  be  freed  ! 

My  troubled  brain  with  fudden  frenzy  burns, 

And  fhatter’d  thought  now  this  now  that  way  turns.' 
What  do  I fee  thus  glittering  on  the  plains? 

Hah!  the  dread  fword  yet  warm  with  crimfbn  ftains! 


[Jakes  Hp  the  dagger* 


SCENE  II. 


B I O N E.  EARTHENI^* 
EARTHENl  A. 

Sweet  is  the  walk  when  night  has  cool’d  the  houri 
This  path  direfts  me  to  my  fylvan  bower.  [Ajidel 

DION  E, 

why  is  my  foul  with  fudden  fear  difmay’d! 

Why  drops  my  trembling  hand  the  pointed  blade? 

O firing  my  arm  with  force ! [Afidt* 

PARTHENI  A, 

■ '■  Methought  a noifc 

Broke  through  the  filent  air,  like  human  voice.  [A/ide'. 

D I O’ 


Z4'S 


D I O N E, 


jD  I O N E. 

One  well-aim’d  blow  fhall  all  my  pangs  remove^ 

Gralp  firm  the  fatal  fteel,  and  ceafe  to  Io\^e. 

PARTHENI  A. 

Sare  *£Was  Alexis.  Hah ! a fword  difplay’d ! 

The  iltcaming  luilrs  darts  a-crofs  the  fliade.  {Ajidg, 

D 10  N E. 

May  Heav’n  new  vigour  to  my  foul  imparri 

And  guide  the  defp’rate  weapon  to  my  heart  [ [AJidi, 

PARTHENIA, 

M^y  I the  meditated  death  arreft!  [HM  DioneV 
Strike  not,  rafli  fliepherd } fpare  thy  guiltlefs  breaft, 

O ^ve  me  ilrength  to  (lay  the  threaten’d  harm, 

And  wrench  the  dagger  from  his  lifted  arm ! 

D I O N E. 

What  cruel  hand  with-holds  the  welcome  blow? 

In  giving  life,  you  but  prolong  my  woe. 

O may  not  thus  tb’expeded  ftroke  impend! 

Unloofe  thy  grafp,  and  let  fwift  death  defcend. 

But 


D I O N E. 


£47 


But  if  yon*  murder  thy  red  hands  hath  dy’d; 

Here.  Pierce  me  deep  i let  forth  the  vital  tide^ 

[Dione  quits  the  dagger 

\ 

P A.R  T H E N I a: 

Wait  not  thy  fatej  but  this  way  turn  thy  eyes: 

My  virgin  hand  no  purple  murder  dyes. 

Turn  then,  Alexis",  and  Parthenia  know, 

*ris  Hie  protects  thee  from  the  fatal  blow. 

DIONE. 

Muft  the  night-watches  by  my  fighs^be  told? 

And  mud  thefe  eyes  another  morn  behold 
Through  dazling  floods  of  tears  ? ungen*rous  maid, 

The  friendly  ftroke  is  by  thy  hand  delay’d  j 
Call  it  not  mercy  to  prolong  my  breath; 

>Tis  but  to  torture  me  with  lingring  death* 

/ 

parthenia. 

what  moves  thy  hand  to  a(5t  this  bloody  part? 

Whence  are  thefe  gnawing  pangs  that  tear  thy  heart?] 

Is  that  thy  friend  who  lies  before  thee  flain  ? 

Is  it  his  wound  that  reeks  upon  the  plain  ? 

Is’t  LycUas  ? 

M 4 


DIONE. 


D I O N E. 


448 

D I O N E. 

^ I the  (Iranger  founds 
Ere  chilly  death  his  frozen  tongue  had  bound. 

He  faid  5 as  at  the  rofy  dawn  of  day,  ’ 

He  from  the  city  took  his  vagrant  way,. 

A murdering  band  pour’d  on  him  from  the  wood, 

Firft  feiz’d  his  gold,  then  bath*d  their  fwords  in  blood. 


P^RTHENI-^f. 


You,  whofe  ambition  labours  to  be  great, 

Think  on  the  perils  which  on  riches  wait. 

Safe  are  the  ihepherd’s  paths  \ when  fober  Even 
Streaks  with  pale  light  the  bending  arch  of  heaveni 
From  danger  free,  through  delarts  wild  he  hies. 
The  rifing  fmoak  far  o’er  the  mountain  fpies, 
"Which  marks  his  diftant  cottage  j on  he  fares. 

For  him  no  murd’rers  lay  their  nightly  fnaresj 
They  pafs  him  by,  they  turn  their  Reps  away: 

Safe  Poverty  was  ne’er  the  villain’s  prey. 

At  home  he  lies  fecure  in  eafy  fleep, 

No  bars  his  ivie-mantled  cottage  keepj 
No  thieves  in  dreams  the  fancy’d  dagger  hold, 

And  drag  him  to  detedl  the  buried  gold  j 


D I O N E. 


Nor  ftarts  he  from  his  couch  aghaft  and  pale> 
When  the  door  murmurs  with  the  hollow  gale. 
While  he,  whofe  iron  coffers  ruft  with  wealth, 
Harbours  beneath  his  roof  Deceit  and  Stealth j 
Treach’ry  with  lurking  pace  frequents  his  walks,. 
And  clofe  behind  him  horrid  Murder  ftalks. 

^“Tis  tempting  lucre  makes  the  villain  bold. 

There  lies  a bleeding  facridee  to  gold. 

D Z 0 N E. 

To  live,  is  but  to  wake  to  daily  cares. 

And  journey  through  a tedious  vale  of  tears.' 

Had  you  not  rulh’d  between,  my  life  had  flown  j 
And  I,  like  him,  no  more  had  forrow  known^ 

I 

PARTHBNIAn 

When  anguiih  in  the  gloomy  bofom  dwells, 

The  counfel  of  a friend  the  cloud  difpells. 

Give  thy  breaft  vent,  the  fecret  grief  impart. 

And  fay  what  woe  lies  heavy  at  thy  heart. 

To  fave  thy  life  Kind  Heav*n  has  fuccour  fent,\ 
The  Gods  by  me  thy  threaten’d  fate  prevent. 


D Z 0 N E. 


D I 0 N E. 


ZfO 

D I O N E. 

No.  To  prevent  it,  is  beyond  thy  power; 

Thou  only  canll  defer  the  welcome  hour. 

\Vhen  you  the  lifted  dagger  turn’d  ahde. 

Only  one  road  to  death  thy  force  deny’d; 

Still  fate  is  in  my  reach.  From  mountains  high. 
Deep  in  whofe  fhadow  craggy  ruins  lie, 

Can  I not  headlong  fling  this  weight  of  woe, 

And  dafh  out  life  againft  the  flints  below? 

Are  there  not  ftreams,  and  lakes,  and  rivers  wide,' 
Where  my  laft  breath  may  bubble  on  the  tide? 

No.  Life  fhall  never  flatter  me  again, 

Nor  fhall  to-morrow  bring  new  lighs  and  pain» 

VARTHEl^I  A, 

Can  I this  burthen  of  thy  foul  fel/eve. 

And  calm  thy  grief? 

T)  I O N E, 

If  thou  wilt  comfort  give 

Plight  me  thy  word,  and  to  that  word  be  juft ; 
When  poor  Alexis  fhall  be  laid  in  duft. 


D I O N E 


That  pride  no  longer  (hall  command  thy  miud, 

That  thou  wilt  fpare  the  friend  I leave  behind. 

I know  his  virtue  worthy  of  thy  bread:. 

Long  in  thy  love  may  Lycidas  be  bleft  ! 

VAKTHENI  A. 

That  fwain  (who  would  my  liberty  controul, 

To  pleafc  fome  fhort-liv’d  tranfport  of  his  foul) 
Shows,  while  his  importuning  flame  he  moves. 

That  ’tis  not  me,  himfelf  alone  he  loves. 

O live,  nor  leave  him  by  misfortune  preftj. 

*Tis  fhameful  to  defert  a friend  diflrefl. 

D I O K B, 

Alas ! a wretch  like  me  no  lofs  would  provei 
Would  kind  Emhenm  liflen  to  his  love. 

FARTHENI  A, 

Why  hides  thy  bofom  this  myfterious  grief  I 
Eafe  thy  o’erburthen’d  heart,  and  hope  relief. 

D Z O N E. 

What  profits  it  to  touch  thy  tender  breafl, 

With  wrongs,  like  mine,  which  ne’er  can  be  redreft  ? 


Let  in  my  heart  the  fatal  fecret  dye, 
Nor  call  up  forrow  in  another’s  eye  I- 


SCENE  III. 


M I Q N V A KT  H EM  I A,  I,  t Q h 

DAS. 

L TC  I D A Si 

If  Laum  right  diredl  the  darkfome  ways, 

Along  thefe  paths  the  penfive  Ihepherd  ftrays.  \^AJi(l9^. 

Dion  E. 

Let  not  a tear  for  me  roll  down  thy  cheek. 

O would  my  throbbing  fighs  my  heart-ftrings  breaks 
Why  was  my  bread:  the  lifted  flroke  deny’d? 

Mud:  then  again  the  deathful  deed  be  try’d  ? 

Yes.  ’Tis  refolv’d.  [Smtches  th  dagger  from  Parthenia.' 

P A R T H E N I a:] 

Ah,  holdi  forbear,  forbear! 

L r C I D A S, 

Methought.  Diftrefs  with  Ihrieks  alarm’d  my  ear 


V A Ri 


D I O N E. 


fARTHENI  A. 

Strike  not.  Ye  Gods,  defend  him  from  the  wound! 

L r C I B A S, 

Yes.  *ris  Rarthenia's  voice,  I know  the  found. 

Some  fylvan  ravifher  would  force  the  maid. 

And  Lctura  fent  me  to  her  virtue’s  aid. 

Die,  villain,  die ; and  feek  the  (hades  below. 

[Lycidas  fnatches  the  dagger  from  Dione^ 
and  Jiabi  her. 

D I O N E. 

V/hoe’er  thou  art,  I blefs  thee  for  the  blow, 
LYCIDAS. 

Since  Heav’n  ordain’d  this  artn  thy  life  fhould  guard, 

O hear  my  vows  ! be  love  the  juft  reward. 

PARTHENI  A. 

Rather  let  vengeance,  with  her  fwifteft  (peed 
O’ertake  thy  flight,  and  recompence  the  deed! 

Why  ftays  the  thunder  in  the  upper  skie? 

Gather,  ye  clouds ) ye  forky  lightnings,  fly: 


On 


if 4 D I O N E. 

On  thee  may  all  the  wrath  of  heav*n  defcend, 

Whofe  barb’rous  hand  hath  flain  a faithful  friend. 

Behold  Alexhl 

L r C I D A S. 

9 

. ■ .■  Would  that  treach’rous  boy 

Have  forc’d  thy  virtue  to  his  brutal  joy? 

What  rous’d  his  paffion  to  this  bold  advance?^ 

Did  e’er  thy  eyes  confefs  one  willing  glance  ? 

I know,  the  faithlefs  youth  his  truft  betray’d  ; 

And  well  the  dagger  hath  my  wrongs  repay’d. 

D I O N E.  {/(tifing  herfslf  on  her  »rm] 

Breaks  not  Evanders  voice  along  the  glade  ? 

Hah ! is  it  he  who  holds  the  reeking  blade ! 

There  needed  not  or  poyfon,  fword,  or  dart; 

Thy  faithlefs  vows,  alas  ! had  broke  my  heart.  1 A fide, 

FAB.THENI  A. 

O tremble,  fliepherd,  for  thy  rafh  offence, 

The  fword  is  dy’d  with  murder’d  innocence! 

His  gentle  foul  no  brutal  paffion  feiz’d, 

Nor  at  my  bofom  was  the  dagger  rais’d; 


Self. 


D I 0 N E. 


Self-murder  was  his  aim  i the  youth  I found 
Whelm’d  in  defpair,  and  flay’d  the.  falling  wound. 

D I O N E, 

Into  what  mifchicfs  is  the  lover  led,  ^ 

Who  calls  down  vengeance  ©A4iis  perjur’d  head  ! 

O may  he  ne’er  bewail  this  defperate  deed. 

And  may,  unknown,  unwept,  Dione  bleed  ! 

L r C I B A S. 

What  horrors  on  the  guilty  mind  attend  I 
His  confcience  had  reveng’d  an  injur’d  friend, 

Hadfl  thou  not  held  the  ftroke.  In  death  he  fought 
To  lofe  the  heart-confuming  pain  of  thought. 

Did  not  the  fmooth-tongu’d  boy  perfidious  prove, 

Plead  his  own  paflion,  and  betray  my  love  ? 

B 1 O N E. 

O let  him  ne’er  this  bleeding  vi6lim  know  j 
Left  hisrafh  tranfport,  to  revenge  the  blow, 

Should  in  his  dearer  heart  the  dagger  ftain! 

That  wound  would  pierce  my  foul  with  double  paini 

Jlfide, 


T A K T H 


1^6 


D I O N E. 


VARTHI.NI  A, 

Mow  did  his  faithful  lips  (now  pale  and  cold,) 

With  moving  eloquence  th/  griefs  unfold! 

L rc  I D A S. 

'Was  he  thus  faithful?  thus,  to  frigndfbip  true? 

Then  I’m  a wretch.  All  peace  of  mind,  adieui 
If  ebbing  life  yet  beat  within  thy  vein, 

AlexiSi  fpeak}  unclofe  thofe  lids  again. 

[Vl'mgs  hlmfelf  on  the  ground  near  Dionc, 
See  at  thy  feet  the  barb’rous  villain  kneel ! 

*Tis  Lycidas  who  grafps  the  bloody  fleel. 

Thy  once  ’ov’d  friend. — Yet  e’er  I ceafe  to  live, 

Canfl  thou^a  wretched  penitent  forgive  ? 

D I O N E. 

When  low  beneath  the  fable  mould  I reft, 

May  a fincerer  friendlbip  fbare  thy  breaft! 

Why  are  thofe  heaving  groans?  (ah  I ceafe  to  weep!) 

May  my  loft  name  in  dark  oblivion  fleep;  \ 

Let  this  fad  tale  no  fpeaking  ftone  declare. 

From  future  eyes  to  draw  a pitying  tear. 


Let 


D I O N E.  Zf7 

Let  o'er  my  grave  the  leveling  plough-fhare  pafs, 

Mark  not  the  fpot  i forget  that  e’er  I wa».  ^ 

Then  may’fl  thou  with  Parthenia's  love  be  bleft. 

And  not  one  thought  on  me  thy  joys  raoleft ! 

My  fwimming  eyes  are  over-power’d  with  light. 

And  darkning  lhadows  fleet  before  my  fight, 

May’fl:  thou  be  happy!  ah!  my  foul  is  free,  y'm, 

L r C I D A S. 


O cruel  Ihepherdefs,  for  love- of  thee  [Tt?  Parthenk, 

This  fatal  deed  was  done. 


SCENE  the  lafl. 

L T C I D A S.  PA  RTHeNI  A,  L A 
R A, 

LAURA. 

' ■ ■ -'^Alexis  {bXnV 

L Y C I D A S. 

Yes.  ’Twas  I did  it.  See  this  crimfon  ftain! 

yoi.IL  N’  Ufi 


i>  / o ir  E . 


Sfg 

My  hands  with  blood  of  innocence  are  dy’d, 
O may  the  Moon  her  filver  beauty  hide 
In  rolling  clouds!  my  foul  abhors  the  light} 
Shade,  lhade  the  murd’rcr  in  eternal  night! 

Ko  rival  fliepherd  is  before  thee  laid} 

There  bled  the  chafteft,  the  fincereft  maid 
iThat  ever  figh*d  for  love.  On  her  pale  face. 
Cannot  thy  weeping  eyes  the  feature  trace 
Of  thy  once  dear  Dione  ? with  wan  care 
Sunk  are  thoie  eyes,  and  livid  with  deipair!’ 

L XC  I D A S. 

Dwml 


L AUK  A. 

to—--— ^ There  pure  conftancy  lies  dead 
L X C ID  A S, 

May  Heav*n  fhower  vengeance  on  this  perjur’d  head! 
'As  the  dry  branch  that  withers  on  the  ground, 

So,  blafled  be  the  hand  that  gave  the  wound! 


Offi 


i 


B I O N E. 


Off } hold  me  not.  This  heart  dcferves  the  ftroke  \ 

’ris  black  with  treachery.  Yes;  the  vows  are  broke 

[Stabs  hmfdf,. 

Which  I fb  often  fwore.  Vain  world,  adieu! 

Though  I was  falfe  in  life,  in  death  Tm  true.  \pk$, 

L A UR 

To-morrow  (hall  the  funeral  rites  be  paid. 

And  thefe  Love  victims  in  one  grave  be  laid; 

R A R T H E N I A. 

There  fhall  the  yew  her  fable  branches  fpread,'. 

And  mournful  cyprefs  rear  her  fringed  head. 

LAURA, 

From  thence  fhall  thyme  and  myrtle  fend  perfume,^. 

And  laurel  ever-green  o’erfliade  the  tomb. 

TARTHBNI  A, 

Come,  Laura',  let  us  leave  this  horrid  wood, 

Where  ftreams  the  purple  grafs  with  lovers  blocdi 
Come  to  my  bower.  And  as  we  forrowing  go. 

Let  poor  Dhne's  flory  feed  my  woe 

With 


*50  D'  I 0 N E. 

V/ith  heart-relieving  tears. — - 

L A V R A.  {Pointing  to  Dionc^ 

Unhappy  maid, 

H^d't  thou  a Parent’s  juft  command  obey’d, 

Thou  yet  hadft  liv’d.-— But  who  fhall  Love  advifeB 
Love  fcorns  command,  and  breaks  all  other  tyes. 
Henceforth,  ye  fwains,  be  true  to  vows  profeftj 
For  certain  vengeance  ftrikes  the  perjur’d  breaft. 


F INIS. 
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